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THE MAID OF ORLEANS: 


A P. -0 —˙ 
IN XI CANTOS. 
From the French of M. pz VoLrTAIRE. 


WITH 


THE AUTHOR's PREFACE 
AND ORIGINAL NOTES. 
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PRE FA G©@K 


By DOM. APULEIUS RISORIUS, 
A BENEDICTINE MONK. 


— — — 


Peace be to that worthy. Soul who 
tranſmitted to Poſterity the Hiſtory of 
this redoubted Maid. The following he- 
roic and moral Poem was compoſed about 
the Year 1730, as the learned know, and 
as is evident indeed from ſeveral paſſages 
in the Work. We find by a Letter 
printed in 1740, among ſome leſſer 
Works of a celebrated Prince, under the 
aſſumed Name of the Philoſopher of 
Sans-ſouct, that a German Princeſs, to 


whom 
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whom the Manuſcript was lent, merely 
to read, was ſo extremely edified by the 
circumſpect Manner of treating ſo diffi- 
cult a Subject, that ſhe devoted an en- 
tire Night and Day to have it copied, 
and tranſcribed herſelf all the moſt moral 


Paſſages. The Copy thus procured has 


been handed down to us. Fragments of 
this Poem have already often appeared 
in print, and the true Amateurs of ſound 
Literature have been as often ſcan- 
dalized on finding it horribly disfi- 
gured. Some Editors have publiſhed 


it in fifteen Cantos, others in ſixteen, 


ſome in ten, and others in twenty-four. 


Sometimes one Canto has been divided 
into two, and at others the Blanks have 
been filled up with Verſes, ſuch as a 
drunken Coachman quitting an Ale-houſe 
in purſuit of a Frolic ſhould not have 
acknowledged. 


Here 
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Here you may behold Joan in her 
native purity. We are apprehenſive a 
raſh Judgment might be formed, ſhould 
we name the Author to whom this Work 
is attributed. A knowledge of the Au- 
thor is immaterial; and we conſider it 
ſufficient if our Readers derive ſome In- 
ſtruction from the profound Morality here 
concealed under Allegories. Are there 
not a variety of Books which our Sages 
read with delight, although ignorant by 
whom they were compoſed. As for ex- 
ample, the Pervigilium Veneris, the Sa- 
tires attributed to Petronius, with many 
others. 


It gives us great comfort, that free and 
licentious Paſſages occur leſs frequently 
in our Maid of Orleans, than in the 
Works of thoſe great Men of Italy who 
have written in the ſame Taſte. 


Verum: 
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Verum enim vero, to begin by Pulci : 
Sorry ſhould we be indeed, had our diſ- 
creet Author indulged in the Freedoms 
that Florentine Doctor has taken in his 
Morgante. This Luigi Pulci, a grave 
Canon of the Church, compoſed his Poem 
about the Middle of the fifteenth Cen- 
fury, at the particular Deſire of Sgnora 


Lucretia Tournaboni, Mother of Laurentius 


de Medicis, the Magnificent: And tradi- 
tion informs us, that the Morgante was 
ſung at the Table of this illuſtrious Lady. 
It was the ſecond Epic Poem produced 
in Italy, and the learned have been much 
puzzled to determine whether it was in- 
tended as a ſerious or ironical Work. 


Thoſe who ſuppoſed it ſerious, found- 
ed their Opinion on the Exordium of 
each Canto, commencing by ſome Verſes 
out of Scripture, That of the firſt Canto, 


for example, begins thus, 


In 


hoe: 4" 
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In principio era il verbo appreſſo a Dio; 
Ed era Iddio il verbo e' verbo lui, 


Quęſto era il principio al parer mio. 


If the firſt Canto commences in the 
Words of the Goſpel, the laſt finiſhes 
with the Salve Regina, which in ſome 
ſort juſtifies the Opinion of thoſe who 
ſuppoſe the Author to have written in 
ſober Sadneſs, ſince, in thoſe Times, moſt 
Repreſentations on the Italian Stage were 


taken from the Paſſion, and the Acts of 
the Apoſtles, 


Thoſe who conſider the Morgante as 
a light Compoſition, have drawn their 
Concluſions from certain Sallies in which 
the Author has injudiciouſly indulged in 
too great freedom. Morgante aſks Mar- 


gutte, which is he a Chriſtian or Maho- 
metan ? 


E 
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E ſe egli crede in Criſto 6 in Maometto, 
Riſpoſe allor Margutte, per dir tel” tofto, 
To non credo piu al nero che al azurro ; 
Ma nel cappone d lefſo d voglia arroſto. 


Ma ſopra tutto nel buon vin ho fede. 


0 queſte ſon tre virtu cardinali 
La gola, il dado, &l culo come io ths detts. 


Be ſo kind to remark, that Cre/cemboni, 
who never heſitates placing Pulc: among 
true Epic Poets, ſays, to excuſe it, that 
he was the moſt circumſpect and modeſt 
Writer of his Day, i piu mode/to e mode- 
rato ſcrittore. The fact is, he was the 
Precurſor of Boyardo and Ariwfto ; by his 
Means Orlando, Renaldo, Oliviero and Du- 
done obtained Celebrity through Italy, and 
he almoſt equalled Arigſo in the Purity 
of his Language, 


A magnificent Edition has been lately 
publiſhed, col” licenza di ſuperiori. I cer- 
tainly 
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tainly had no Hand in the Work, for if 
my Heroine ſpoke as immodeſtly as Mar- 
gutte, who was the Son of a Turkiſh 

Prieſt, by a Grecian Nun, I fay I ſhould 
be very unwilling to commit her to the 


Public. 


The ih Tndifcretions are not found in 
the Memoirs of Joan, which are frequent 


in the Works of Ariofflo : You will not 


hear of a Saint Jobn inhabiting the 


Moon, who ſays, 


Gli ſcrittori amo, e fo il debito mio, 

Che al vgſtro Mondo, fu ſcrittore anche io: 
E ben convenne al mio lodato Criſto, 
Rendermi guiderdon d'un ſi gran forte. 


This is licentious, and St. John takes 
Liberties which no Saint in our Poem 
ſhall ever attempt. 


We are alſo much ediſied to find, that 
our ſober Author has not imitated any 


of 
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of our old Romances, of which the learn- 
ed Huet, Biſhop of Avranches, and the 
judicious Abbe Langlet have given us 
an Account. The curious Reader may 
amuſe himſelf by looking over that Chap- 
ter in Lancelot de Lac, entitled Comment 
Lancelot coucha avec la royne, et comment 
le fire de Lagant le reprint, and he muſt at 
once perceive our Author's great Modeſty, 
compared with thoſe of Antiquity, 


But Quid dicam of the Marvellous 
Hiſtory of Gargantua, dedicated to the 
Cardinal de Tournon ? Every: one knows 
the Chapter on Bumfodder is the moſt 
delicate in the whole Performance. 


We ſhall not here ſay one Word of 


modern Writers, but content ourſelves 


with this Obſervation, that all theſe ad- 
mirable Tales, invented in Italy and ver- 


ſified by /a Fontaine, are far leſs moral 


than the Hiſtory of our Heroine. In a 
Word, 
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Word, we wiſh all our grave Cenſors may 
poſſeſs that Delicacy of Sentiment which 
diſtinguiſhed Monro/e ; that all Prudes, if 
ſuch exiſt, may retain a Portion of Ag- 
nes's Simplicity and Dorothea's Tender- 
neſs; that our Warriors may ſurpaſs 
Joan in Proweſs; that the Jeſuits may 
be as mild as Bonifoux, and thoſe who 
keep good Houſes as hoſpitable and at- 
tentive as Boneau. 


We moreover hold this little Book to 
be an excellent Remedy againſt the Va- 
pours, a Diſorder which in theſe Days 
violently affects many fine Ladies and 


young Divines; and ſhould we render 


but this Service to the Public, by offering 


it to them, we ſhall not eſteem our Time 
and Labour loft. 
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CANTO THE e 


69 


Orleans beitged by the u 2 
St. Denis, c. *. 


*4 
& 3 


4 Ts. celebrate the Saints PII net aſpi 
Profaner ſubjects ſuit my feeble yg” 1 
To ſing great Joan of Arc III tune the Lire 3 
Who did, they tell us, Wonders in her days! 
She ſtop'd the progreſs of invading Bands, * 
And long the rage of Britain diſappointed; 
13 The Lilly flouriſh'd in her Virgin hands, 
| *Twas ſhe that ſaw her King at Rheims anointed. 
i In her, Orlando's courage we may note, 


Conceal'd beneath a cap and petticoat. 
For 
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For my part, T in truth ſhould more delight, 


In one as gentle as a Lamb at night, 


Whoſe tenderneſs and love I could rely on: 
Joan was an Amazay, bold as a Lion! 
And if my Reader's tempted to peruſe 
The curious narrative that hence enſues, 
He'll tremble when I hold her Deeds to view, 
For what's moſt wonderful as well as true, 
Great Joan was one whole Year to Dian's 
precepts true ! 


O Chapelain ! thou whoſe diſcordant Fiddle* 
Would erſt the mazes of her Fate unriddle; 
Altho” Apollo deign'd not to inſpire, 

Nor lent one ſpark of his celeſtial fire : 


Old 


© The Learned know there was in Cardinal Richlieu's 
time one Chapelain, author of a famous Poem, "entitled 
The Maid of Orleans, in which he (as Boileau ſays) twelve 
times twelve hundred ſorry Verſes ſpun. Boileau did not 
know perhaps that this great man made twelve times 
twenty-four hundred verſes, but through his great diſcre- 
tion only printed half of them. The Houſe of Longueville, 
which drew its deſcent from the brave Baſtard Dunois, gave 
this illuſtrious Chapelain a penſion of twelve thouſand livres. 
The money might haye been better employed, 
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CANTO I. 17 


Old Chapelain, tho* now thou may'ſt conſent 
To yield to me the ſqueaking inſtrument, 

PII none of it —let it reward the pains 

Of Motte-Houdart, traveſtying Homer's ſtrains *! 


Good Charles, our jovial King, in youthful pride, 
His revels kept at Tours, on Eaſter-tide : 
Where, as he ſought th' aggrandizement of France 
At certain Ball, (the gay Prince lov'd to dance) 
He met a beauty yet unknown to Fame; 
Agnes Sorel, the bluſhing Maiden's name“. 
Imagine Flora's bloom, Diana's air ! 
Love never animated form more fair 
Conceive of Venus the enchanting grace, 
The flatt'ring ſmile that dwells on Cupid's face, 

B Arachne's 


b La Motte-Houdart, author of a tranſlation of the Tliad into 
verſe, a tranſlation very much abridged, and notwithſtanding very 
ill received. Fontenelle, in his Academic Elogium on La Motte, 
fays that it is the fault of the Original. 


© Agnes Sorel, of Fromenteau, near Tours. King Charles VII. 
gave her the Chateau of Beauté ſur-Marne, and ſhe was called 


Dame de Beaut?. She had two children by the King, her Lover, 


although he never had any private interviews with her, according 
to the accounts of his Hiſtoriographers, a race of people who 
always ſpeak the truth during the life-time of Kings. 
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Arachne's art, and the ſoft Syren's ſong ; 
They all were hers, and ſhe could lead along 
Heroes and Sages in her captive chain. 

To ſee her, love her, feel th' increaſing pain 
Of young Deſire, its growing warmth to prove, 
With fault' ring utterance to ſpeak of Love; 
To heave the frequent ſigh, to preſs the hand, 
Nor know his riſing paſſion to command; 

To tell his pain, excite the like as ſoon, 

And pleaſe at length, took but one afternoon. 
Princes and Kings make rapid ſtrides in Love! 
And Agnes, who cou'd ev'ry joy improve, 
Cloak'd the Amour in veils of Myſtery : 

Thin veils that ne'er deceive the Courtier's Eye. 


The King, to carry forward this affair, 
Choſe for his Confidant with anxious care, 
Boneau of belly round and face demure *, 
To fill that charge ne'er deem'd a Sinecure. 


At Court, where men are We to offend, 
This Office rank'd him as the Prince's friend; 


Tho” 


A ſictitious character. Some Literati have pretended that our 
diſcreet Author had in his Eye a certain fat Valet de Chambre of 
a certain Prince ; but we are not of that opinion, and our re- 


mark ſubſiſts, as Dacier ſays, 
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Tho? well 1 ween, ſome ſimple ruſtic Imp, 
Might term the civil gentleman, a Pimp. 


Upon Loire's Banks, this complaiſant Boneau, 
Poſſeſs'd a ſmall, but elegant Chateau 
Where at the cloſe of Day fair Agnes came, 


' Daſhing with meaſur'd Oars the ſilver ſtream ; 


Whilſt Charles, impatient at the ling'ring light, 
Waited the cover of myſterious Night. 

Boneau alone aſſiſted at their feaſt, 

And exercis'd his long-acknowledg'd Taſte. 
Freed from reſtraint, he ſerv'd delicious fare, 
Parade was baniſh'd with judicious care, 
Banquets of Gods! can ye with this compare ? 
Our Lovers their delight and joy confeſs'd; 
Deſire inflam'd, and Tranſport fill'd each breaſt, 
Supremely form'd, by ſprightly Wit to pleaſe, 
Eager they liſten, or alternate gaze 

While their diſcourſe, without Indecence, free, 
Gave-their Impatience freſh vivacity. 

The Prince on fire, devour'd her with his Eyes, 
Mix'd were his Tales of Love with ardent Sighs, 
And fondly oft he preſs'd her ſoft warm hand ; 
Till, Supper over, a ſelected Band 
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Of {kill'd Italians ſwell'd the plaintive ſtrain, 
And bade chromatic melodies complain“. 
Concordant voices join'd their ſwelling notes, 
Reliev'd by Violins and breathing Flutes. 

They ſung the Tales of Old, and Stories fam'd, 
Of many a Hero, mighty Love had tam'd ; 

And thoſe they ſung, who ſome proud Fair to pleaſe, 
Quit fields of Glory for inglorious eaſe. 

In a Receſs this ſkilful Band was plac'd, 
Remov'd from where our happy Lovers feaſt; 
As yet they ſought their ſecret joys to ſcreen, 
And Agnes fair, enjoy'd the whole, unſeen. 


Now Cynthia ſhone reſplendent from above, 
In noon of Night, propitious hour of Love; 
Each ſilent Star its kindeſt influence ſhed, 


When bluſhing Agnes ſought her downy bed. 


*Twas plac'd in an Alcove with gilding bright, 
Where diſtant Tapers ſhed a tender light ; 
Where ſoon, in ſheets of fineſt Holland made, 


The lovely Agnes' glowing charms were laid. 


Now faithful Alice left her to repoſe; 
But, knowing Abigail! forgot to cloſe 


The 


The chromatic proceeds by many conſecutive ſemi · tones, and 
produces a ſoft and effeminate muſic very ſuitable to love. 
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The private doot that op'd an eaſy way 

To eager Charles, impatient of delay. 

Perfumes moſt exquiſite, with timely care 

Are pour'd already on his braided hair : 

And ye who belt have lov'd, can tell the beſt, 
The anxious throbbings of our Monarch's breaſt, 
The Sanctuary gain'd which ſhrines her charms, 

In Bed he claſps her naked in his arms. 

Moment of Ecſtaſy ! propitious Night! 

Their Hearts reſponſive beat with fond delight. 
Love's brighteſt Roſes glow an Agnes cheek ; 

In the warm Bluſh, her Fears and Wiſhes ſpeak: 
But maiden Fears in tranſport melt away, 

And Love triumphant rules with ſov'reign ſway! | 
The ardent Prince now preſs'd her to his breaſt, 
His Eyes ſurvey'd, his eager Hands careſs'd, 
Charms that ſeem'd cull'd from Beauty's choiceſtſtore, 
What Anchorite could ſee, and not adore! 


Beneath a Neck, whoſe dazzling whiteneſs ſhone, 
Pure and reſplendant as the Parian ſtone, | 
With gentleſt ſwell two heaving bubbies move, 
Sever'd and moulded by the hand of Love. 

Two roſy Buds the living Iy'ry crown, ' 
Borne, as by am'rous Zephyr, up and down. 


O! Forms 


* 
ba * 
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O! Forms luxurious to the raviſh'd ſight! 
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How doth ſuch plump protuberance invite 8 
The touch, and tempt the Lip to exquiſite delight 


Anxious my courteous Readers to content, | 
*T was once, to pleaſure them, my fix'd intent, N 
With a bold hand, in glowing tints to trace, 
Each poliſh'd contour, each bewitching grace, 
Both ſuch as lie to obſervation free, 

And thoſe, more ſacred, veil'd in myſtery. 
But Decency (that prudiſh virtue) quell'd 
The growing tumult, and my muſe withheld. 
All, charm'd in Agnes with unrival'd grace, 
The well-ſhar'd Joy illum'd her beauteous face, 
Beam'd from her eye, impaſſion'd all her air; | 
With Love's Coſmetic let none elſe compare, | 
Pleaſure embelliſhes the faireſt Fair. 


Three Months on rapid Pinions wing their flight, 
And leave our Pair unſated with delight: | 
From Love's ſoft couch they ſeek the genial board, 
Where by rich food their waſted ſtrength's reſtor'd : 
Then eager for the chace, on ſteeds of Spain, 


- With deep-tongu'd Hounds they ſweep the echoing 


plain. 


Return'd, 
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Return'd, the Bath's prepar'd, the rifled Eaſt, 
Of Eſſence ſweet, and Perfumes yields the beſt, 
Such as the Skin with ſofter poliſh ſhew, 

Or teach the Cheek with warmer bluſh to glow, 
Which laviſhly employ'd, with anxious haſte, 
Again they hurry to the grateful Feaſt. 


Dinner is ſerv'd. How delicate the fare! 
The bird of Phaſis, and the Heath-cock rare, 
With all that culinary Arc ſupplies, 

Delight at once the odour, palate, eyes. 

From rich Tokay they ſip the racy wine, 

The yellow tribute of th* Hungarian Vine. 
And thy light ſparkling liquor, gay Champaign, 
Tickling the fibres of the heated brain, 
Urging thy Votaries to mirth and glee, 
Evaporates in Wit, and Repartie : 

Bright as the Wine their lively ſallies paſs, 
That ſparkling foams and bubbles in the glaſs. 
When the good King facetious deigns to ſpeak, 
Boneau's fat ſides with peals of laughter ſhake. 
The Dinner o'er, they reaſon, they digeſt, 
Now prattle Scandal, and now paſs the Jeſt : 

Or elſe, ſome Poet ſings in lofty tone, 

Or elſe, ſome graver Doctor of Sorbonne: 


For 
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For ev'ry art is tried to entertain, N 
Down to the Monkey, Parrot, Harlequin, 
A few ſelected Friends, at cloſe of Day, 
Attend the jovial Monarch to the play: 
Who with the Night returns, again to prove 
The tender inebriety of Love, 


Thus, nurtur'd in the boſom of delight, 

To each bleſs'd Day ſucceeds more bliſsful Night. 

No Laſſitude, no Bickering moleſts, 

Na jealous fear diſturbs their tranquil breaſts. 

From each ſucceeding hour freſh pleaſure ſprings, _ 

Near Agnes, Time and Love forget their Wings. 

When Charles enraptur'd ſunk within her arms, 

Kiſs'd her ripe lips, and revel'd in her charms, 

Dear Idol of my doating Soul!“ he'd cry, 

* How fully, how ſupremely bleſs'd am I, 

« Whilſt in thy ſnowy arms thus fondly preſs'd, 

„ reign ſole Monarch of thy tender Breaſt. 

Let my proud Parliament* ſtill diſobey, 

Let Bedford o' er each conquer'd Province ſway, 
But 


f The Parliament of Paris, cited by ſound of Trumpet, three 
ſeveral times, the King then Dauphin, to appear at the marble 
table, by the advice of the King's advocate Merigni. (See Paſ- 
quier's Reſcarchcs. ) 
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CANTO TI. 25 


* But let him envy what alone I prize, 
* The Empire of thy Heart, the ſun-ſhine of thine 
Eyes!“ 


This ſpeech, I grant, was not the moſt heroic, 
But am'rous Charles was ſeldom ſuch a ſtoic, 
When with his lovely Miſtreſs ſnug in bed 


To weigh maturely what ſoft things he ſaid. 


Like ſome fat Abbot, in his rich domain, 
Liv'd our gay Monarch, and his jovial train; 
While Bedford, France's ſcourge,and Britain's pride, 
To tented Fields th* enervate Prince dety'd. 

With girded Sword, and ever ready Lance, 

He ſtrides triumphant thro? half conquer'd France. 
With rapid march the country wide he ſcours, 
Nor walls withſtand him, nor embattl'd tow'rs. 
Slaughter and Pillage mark his dreaded way, 
Defenceleſs Females fall his Soldier's prey; 
Whole Convents to their violation yield, 


Whole Caves are drain'd, by many a Vintage fill'd; 


The Maſſy Shrines of ev'ry martyr'd Saint, 
With impious haſte are hurry'd to the Mint; 


Things 


The Duke of Bedford, younger brother of Henry Y. king 
of England, who was crowned king of France at Paris, 
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26 CANTO I. 


Things ſacred and divine thus ſcoff*d and ſpurn'd, 
Into vile Stables are our Churches turn'd. 

Thus famiſh'd Wolves from want aud hunger bold, 
Vent their wild fury on th* affrighted Fold, 

Tear each ſoft Fleece, and glut themſelves with blood; 
While heedleſs in the cloſe-embow'ring wood, 
Colin reclines upon Egeria's breaſt, 

And Tray devours the fragments of their feaſt. 


Now from bright Apogzon's peerleſs height, 


Where Saints repoſe in ever new delight, 


Denis caſt down his never weary'd eyes“, 
To watch the Realm he once did catechiſe. 


This hapleſs land by Britiſh Troops o'er-run, 


Paris in chains he ſaw, and France undone ; 
While 


> This Denis is not Denis the pretended areopagite, but a Biſhop 
of Paris. The Abbe Hildouin was the firſt who mentioned how 
this Biſhop, having been beheaded, carried his head between his 
arms from Paris to the Abbey that ſtill bears his name. Croſſes 
were afterwards erected at every place where this Saint ſtopped 
on the way. When Cardinal de Polignac recounted this hiſtory to 
Madame la Marquiſe du Deffant, and remarked that Denis felt 
little pain in carrying his head after the firſt ſtation, ſhe wittily 
reply'd, Je le crois bien, il n ya dans de telles affaires que le premier 
pas qui coilte, 
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CANTO L 27 
While our-rhoſt Chriſtian King enjoy'd his fair, 
Kiſs'd Agnes, and deſpis'd all other care. 
Griev'd to the ſoul the goodSaint turn d aſkance, 
For Denis long had Patron been of France : 
So, Mars was tutelary Saint of Rome; 
Athens, look'd up to Pallas and her loom: 
But in our favour greatly are the Odds, 
One Saint ſurpaſſes fifty heathen Gods. 


« By my bald head!“ he cries, it is not juſt, 
« To thus annihilate that realm auguſt., 
Where martyrdom I bore, and glorious deat, 
Jo plant the Standard of all-ſaving Faith, ©. + 
4 O Throne of Lillies! Where is now thy boaſt? & 
Blood of Valois! Are thus thy glories loſt! * >. 
« And ſhall proud Henry's warlike Brother tear i 
« Thoſe rich poſſeſſions from the rightful heir? 


I, tho 


i Henry V. king of England, the greateſt man of his time, | 
brother-in-law to Charlie. El. whoſe. filter he had married, died 
at Vincennes, after having been crown'd king of France at Paris. 
His Brother the duke of Bedford governed the greateſt part of 
France in the Name of his Nephew Henry VI. who was alſo 
recognized king of France at Paris, by the Parliament, the Hotel 
de Ville, the Chatelet, the Biſhop, the Companies of Artizans 
and the Sorbonne. 


28 CANTO. . 


& 1, tho” a Saint, (God grant me farther grace) 

“ Feel an averſion to the Britiſh race: 

* And if I ſcan aright the Book of Fate, 

6 The time muſt come, nor far remote the date, 

* When this tumultuous ſtubborn tribe ſhall try 
New modes of faith, and Mother Church defy. 
Her rites neglected, and her annals torn, 

Her Saints and Martyrs laugh'd to public ſcorn, 
% Each holy Decretal eſteem'd a lie, 

The Pope ſhall yearly burn in effigy ! 
% Impieties, like theſe, for vengeance cry! 
True, my lov'd French may yet be Catholics, 
But reaſoning Britons muſt be Heretics. 

Let's ſtrike — and tho' we can't ſuch Ills prevent, 
e At leaſt anticipate their puniſhment.” 


Thus, in ſoliloquy, Saint Denis ſpoke, 
Meantime, the Chiefs in Orleans, convoke 
A martial Council, to deliberate, 
What ſhould be done in caſe ſo deſperate; 
For Britiſh Troops, brave Talbot at their head, 
Full cloſely hem their Walls in ſtrict blockade. 
Nobles and Gownſmen to this meeting come, 
Some train'd in Fields of arms, and Pedants ſome. 


All, 


CANTO I. 29 


All, grieve their common Fate in diff*rent tone, 

The only Queſtion, © What is to be done?“ 

Let us, my Friends, where Honour points the way, 
gell them our lives as dearly as we may!“ 

Such the ſad terms in which Dunois bewails, 

To Poton and La Hire, who bite their nails ©. 

„ By Jove, cries haughty Richmond, I diſdain 
Ever to bend with Britain's galling chain; 

© Sooner let Flames above thoſe Ramparts riſe, 

„ And Smoke and Aſhes be proud Talbot's prize.“ 


For La Trimouille, he ſaid“ Yes, tis in vain, 
«© My Country calls her freedom to maintain: 
„ Duty's ſtern dictates heartleſs I fulfil, 
« For my whole ſoul's with Dorothea ſtill : 
] quit at Milan the deſerted Fair, 
And ſought theſe hated walls with anxious care, 
© Where now I'll fight, tho* cheering Hope is o'er, 
Vet ſure tis hard to die, and never ſee her more.“ 


Next 


FPoton de Saintrailles, La Hire, great Chieſtains. J ran de Du- 
nois, natural ſon of Jean d'Orleans, and the Counteſs d' Enguien. 
Richmond, conſtable of France, afterwards Duke of Bretagne. 
La Trimouille of a great family in Poitou. 


30 CANTO I. 


Next did the Preſident Louvet ariſe1, 
So grave his Air, one might ſuppoſe him wiſe. 


« My Lords,“ he ſaid, © mature deliberation 


«© This cauſe demands, and much confideration. 
< I ſhould opine a vote of Parliament 

* Might paſs, all Britiſh Inroads to prevent, 

« For in a caſe of ſuch enormity 

We ſhould proceed with due formality.” 


Our Prefident Louvet was grave and learn'd, 


Yet little knew what moſt himſelf concern'd, 
How his fair Dame, alas! a rebel turn'd, 
With mutual flame for gallant Talbot burn'd. 
This had he known, his gravity indeed 

Had ſoon found precedents how to proceed ; 
But ſtill unconſcious, his male Eloquence, 
Was ſolely prompted by the love of France. 
In this aſſembly of the Wiſe and Great, 


With patriotic warmth our Chiets debate ; 


La Hire in eloquence did all excell, 
Long time he reaſon'd, yet he reaſon'd well. 
Each from example in debate grew bold, 


Nought was reſolv'd, tho” ev*ry word was Gold. 


I Preſident Louvet, Prime Miniſter under Charles VII. 


Still 
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CANTO I. 31 


Still they harangu'd, when in reſplendent Air, 
Something they ſaw,they knewnot what, appear. 
A beauteous Phantom with round ruddy face, 

| Beſtrode a Sun-beam, with celeſtial grace; 


From opening Heav'n ſhot ſwift, it reach'd the 


ground, 
Diffuſing Saint-like Odour all around. 
Upon its head the Sprite a Mitre bore, 
With double points, ſuch as grave Prelates wore ; 
By lambent flames its temples were confin'd *, 
Its holy veſtments floated in the wind ; 
A coſtly Croſier glitter'd in its hand, 
The Lituus that once grac'd the Augural Band =. 


When La Trimouille perceiv'd the ſaint-like Elf, 
(Tho? dimly ſeen) he kneel'd and croſs'd himſelf. 
Then valiant Richmond, yet unknown to fear, 


With many an Oath aſſail'd the public ear. 
e 


= The Aureola or crown. of glory about the heads of Saints. 
It ſeems imitated from the crown of Laurel, whoſe diverging leaves 


ſeem to environ with rays the heads of Heroes; which has 


made ſome draw the etymology of Aureola from laurum, laureola : 
others deduce it from aurum. St. Bernard ſays, that it is a gol- 
den Crown for Virgins. Coronam quam nofiri majores aureolam 
wocant, credo ideirco nominatam. 


a The Augural Staff exactly reſembled a Croſier. 
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32 CANTO l. 


* *Tis Satan,” he exclaim'd, © with potent ſpell 
„ Quitting th' unfathomable depths of Hell: 

l deem it pleafing paſtime to confer 

In friendly intercourſe with Lucifer.“ 

Louvet made off as faſt as he could trot, 

To fetch in haſte the Holy Water pot. 

Poton, La Hire, Dunois, with mix'd ſurpriſe 
Fix'd on the Phantom their aſtoniſh'd eyes; 

TH” affrighted Crowd fell proſtrate on the ground; 
The Sprite diſpers'd its benediction round; 

The Nobles kneel'd and croſs'd themſelves the while: 
Till raiſing them, with a paternal ſmile 

It ſaid, © Beloved Friends, be not afraid, 

My name is Denis, 'm a Saint by trade“; 

« Your Grandfathers I lov'd and catechis'd, 


*© And now my pious ſoul is ſcandaliz'd, 
cc To 


9 This Denis, patron of France, was a Saint in the Monkiſh 
Stile. He never came to Gaul. See his legend in the Philo- 
ſophical Dictionary under the article De Mis, where you will learn 
how he was firlt created Biſhop of Athens by St. Paul; how he 
paid a viſit to the virgin Mary; how he afterwards gave up the 
Biſhoprick of Athens for that of Paris; how he was hung, and 
preached moſt eloquently from the top of the gallows ; how they 
cut off his head to prevent him from ſpeaking ; how he carried 
his head in bis arms and kiffed yas he went along, until he 
founded an Abbey, about three leagues from Paris, that (till bears 
his name. 


* To find my darling Charly quit the way, 

* By two ſeducing Bubbies led aſtray. 
While Britiſh Legions ſwarm along his coaſt, 
His Honour tarniſh'd, and his Kingdom loſt, 
*© He, deaf to Duty's call, and Wars alarms, 
* Prefers ſoft bondage in a Wanton's arms. 


cc 


As oft to Evils of invet'rate kind, 


cc 


cc 


cc 


*© Be your affections fix'd on things above, 


In one loud laugh his auditors conſpire. 

Till merry Richmond cry'd, in accent quaint, 
* Now by my Faith, my good old Miſter Saint, 
* 1 fear your labour is its own reward 
When ſuch an embaſly's to me referr'd. 


I'm therefore come my utmoſt {kill to try, 
And turn from France impending miſery. 


In their reverſe the antidote we find ; 
Since Charly for this Wanton yields his land, 
Let us ſeek ſuccour from a Virgin's hand. 


Glow your fond Breaſts with patriotic love, 
Regard you King or Country, Church or State, 
Come, and my holy undertaking aid ; 

Diſcloſe the Neſt, whoſe ſacred bounds contain, 
* This real Phcenix, doom'd to end our pain!“ 


CANTO TI. 


Thus ſpoke the fainted venerable Sire: 


34 CANTO J. 


Say why abandon your celeſtial Joy, 

* To ſeek on wicked Earth this precious toy. 
For beſieg'd towns, I degm, without offence, 

* A Maidenhead is but a weak defence. 

& To ſeek it here I never ſhould adviſe ; 

«© *Twere better bring it from gay Paradiſe, 
Where you poſſeſs more Virgin Saints at home, 
Than tapers at Loretto or at Rome. 

* In vain for Virgins pure thro' France you try, 

* Our very Convents are, alas! run dry, 

* The Provinces are drain'd by Archers, Squires ; 
Princes and Warriors have ſharp ſet deſires, 
And many Baſtards more behind them leave | 
Than Orphans midſt the enemies they brave. 
Then good Sir Saint, to finiſh this affair, 

„ pray thee henceforth ſeek for Maids elſe- 


where.” 


Theſe brutal words, with deeper bluſhes paint, 
The glowing cheeks of the offended Saint ; 
Who, filent mounted on his Sunbeam fair, 
Clap'd Spurs, and glided thro? the plains of air, 
In ſearch of this ineſtimable Toy, 
To crown his future hopes, and preſent joy. 
Then 
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CANTO I. 


Then let him go—and while he ſpeeds his way, 
On the reſplendant Beam that brings the day, 
What the Saint ſearches may my Reader find, 
Some bluſhing Virgin to his wiſhes kind ! 


END OF THE FIRST CANTO. 


35 


CANTO THE SECOND. 


Joan armed by Saint Denis ſeeks Charles the Seventh 
at Tour:. What thappened on the Way, and how 
ſhe obtained her Diploma of Virginity. 


'Tyrice happy He, who plucks the Virgin Roſe 
Of youthful Beauty ne'er before poſſeſs'd! 
Yet well I ween a purer Bliſs he knows, 
Who lights Love's paſſion in the Maiden's breaſt, 
Love well return'd is real Happineſs — 
Then what avails it, ſay, to ſnatch a toy, 
Till che kind Fair we languith to poſſeſs, 
With equal Zelt participates the Joy ? 
Much have grave Commentators marr'd this text, 
And much their readers and themſelves perplex'd, 

Striving 


4 = — * 


CANTO IL 37 


Striving to prove that Duty is at war 

With Pleaſure, and to Happineſs a bar. 

I'll write a Book I'm poſitive will ſell, 

To teach the precious art of Living well ; 
And golden Precepts in ſoft numbers ſing, 
To ſhew how pleaſures may from Duty ſpring. 
Denis ſhall quit his manſion in the ſkies, 

And aid me in my worthy enterprize ; 

Whilſt I the praiſe of Piety rehearſe, 

And celebrate his Deeds in lofty verſe ! 


Not diſtant from the confines of Champaigne, 
Where poſts armorial ſeparate Lorain *, 
A Hamlet ſtands, once little mark'd by Fame, 
Tho” ſince her hand has chronicled its name; 
For thence the Maid, who at her Patron's call, 
Prop'd the proud Lillies and the fate of Gaul. 
Let Domremi, our joyful numbers grace, 
Nor Time its glory or its name efface. 


O! Domremi! tho? thy poor precincts hold 
Nor Peach, nor Citron ſweet, nor mine of Gold, 


Nor 
About this time Poſts, with the armorial bearings of the Dukes 


of Loraine, three ſpread Eagles, were erected on all the frontiers. 
They were taken down in 1738. 
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38 ' CANTO I. 


Nor luſcious Wine, by which we're oft undone ; 
Yet tis to thee, France owes her doughty Joan! 
An active Curate, (thus *tis on record *,) 

Still propagating ſervants for the Lord, 


And once a Monk, was father of our Fair, 

Who in thy walls firſt breath'd this vital air. 

A ſtout and luſty Chambermaid, (we're told 

By the ſame Legend,) was the fruitful mould, 

In which he caſt the fair heroic Dame, 

That ſhould ſave France, and boiſt'rous Britons tame. 


Ardent in Bed, at Table, and at Prayer, 


About ſixteen, our Heroine, blithe and able, 
Hir'd at a Carrier's Inn, to ſerve the ſtable : 
From Vaucouleurs the buſy babbler Fame, 
Thro' neighb'ring diſtricts trumpeted her name. 


Bold and aſſur'd, yet courteous was her air, 


Her large black rolling Eyes, with brilliant glare, 
Diffus'd around a ſupercilious light; 

While two-and-thirty Teeth, all ſnowy white, 
Adorn'd a Mouth that ſpread from ear to ear, 


With pouting lips, than Cherries riper far. 
| Her 


b She really was a native of the village of Domremi, daughter 
of John d' Arc and Tſabella, At twenty-ſeven years of age 
ſervant at an Inn: therefore her father was not a Curate. Poetic 
tions are not altogether juſtifiable on a ſerious ſubject. 
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Her bubbies round as bowl, and firm as rock, 

In ruſſet beauty ſwell'd above her ſmock. 

With vigorous addreſs ſhe trod the land, 

And with a delicate, tho* nervous hand, 

Now carried burdens, and now pour'd out wine, 

And ſerv'd the ruſtic Squire or fleek Divine. 

And when to buſineſs ſhe alertly went, 

Her hand diſtributed quick chaſtiſement, 

To Louts and Loons, whoſe impudence would try, 

To feel her diddies, or to pinch her thigh : 

From morn ' till night, ſhe work'd, and laugh'd, and 
chatter'd, 

Rub'd down her horſes, curried them, and water'd ; 

Then lightly vaulting, with addreſs uncommon, 


Beſtrode them bare-back'd, like an ancient Roman. 


Divine Perfection! Providence profound! 
Oft doth thy will preſumptuous Pride confound 
Abaſe the Great, ſo little in thine Eyes, 

And bid the Humble, from the duſt ariſe! 
Thy ſervant Denis, bleſs'd for evermore, 
The pride of princely Palaces paſs'd o'er, 


© According to the chronicle of Monſtrelet, e rode Horſes 
without ſaddles, and performed many other feats unuſual to Mai- 
dens, | 


Bluſh 


S 


— „ 
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Bluſh Princeſſes, ye Ducheſſes be jealous, 


Since the Saint ſought for Honour—in an Ale-houſe! 


*Twas time our Gallican Apoſtle ſhould 
Exert attention for the public good ; 
Great was the Danger to the State and Joan. 
The malice of the Devil is well known! 
For had the Saint, by adverſe fortune croſs'd, 
Delay'd one moment,—France and all was loſt! 
A Cordelier, whoſe name was Griſbourdon, 
Arriv'd with Chandos late from Albion. 
Chance to our Inn, his wand'ring ſteps addreſs'd, 
And love for Joan with tranſports fir'd his breaſt. 
He was his Order's boaſt, ſupport, and pride, 
On holy Miſſion ſent on ev'ry fide ; 
A preaching Mendicant, Confeſſor, Spy, 
Nay more, an adept ikill'd in Sorcery“; 
Learn'd in the Art Egyptians facred hold, 
In that grand Art the Magi taught of old ;, 
Which Hebrews practis'd and each antique Sage; 
Alas! unknown in this degen' rate Age. 


4 Sorcery ind Witchcraft were then ſo much in vogue, that 
Joan of Arc was herſelf afterwards burned for a Witch at the re- 


quifition of the College of Sorbonne. 
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In cabaliſtic Leaves he found confeſs'd, 
How Joan th' aſcendant o'er his Fate poſlels'd : 
How her ſhort Petticoat, that floated high, 
Hid France and England's double deſtiny. 
And when his Art no farther could unfold, 
The Monk, by force of Genius render'd bold, 
Swore by his Frock, the Devil and Saint Francis, 
He'd make to Joan ſuch vigorous advances, 
That he ſhould ſoon her priz'd Palladium ſeize“; 
And buoy'd his hopes, with arguments like theſe. 
* As Monk and Briton, do I doubly ſtand, 
<« Pledg'd to the Church, and to my native Land; 
And much with patriotic Zeal incline, 
Jo ſerve their purpoſe—when it anſwers mine.“ 
Little he thought what taſk he had to try, 
Or who'd diſpute this glorious Victory. 
His Rival was a luſty Muleteer, 
At leaſt a match for any Cordelier ; 
Who ſued both night and day Joan's heart to move, 
With clumſy offers of eternal Love. 
To his fide, conſtant opportunity 
Inclin'd the Fair, and ſweet equality; 


Tho! 


A little ſigure of Pallas, on the preſervation of which depend- 


ed the fate of Troy. Almoſt every nation has had ſome ſuch 
ſuperſtition. 
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Tho' modeſty might ſtill the flame controul, 
Which thro? her eyes ſoft glided to her ſoul. 
The ſubtle Monk, by necromantic art, 
Read the fond ſecret of her inmoſt heart. 
He ſought his Rival, and for laſt reſource, 
Addreſs'd him with this plauſible diſcourſe: 


4 O puiſſant Hero! that in times of need, 
“ Surpaſs in force the comely Beaſts you feed! 
* grant ſuch Vigour may deſerve the Maid, 
* To whom my ardent Vows alike are paid. 
„ Invet'rate Rivals, ſtedfaſt both in love, 
* Thus muſt we ſtill a mutual hind*rance prove: 
„gut if united in one common care, 
* This luſcious Prize we'll amicably ſhare ! 
« She's loſt irrevocably by delay, — 
Straight where the Nymph repoſes lead the way, 
I'll cloſe her eyes, in unreſiſting ſleep, 
«© Whilſt we, alternately, Love's vigils keep!“ 


Without delay the Rev'rend Father took 
In his right hand his cabaliſtic Book; 
And at his call the ſleepy Demon came, 


Implor'd in times of old by Morpheus' name. 
The 
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The drowſy Spirit, whom the Monk implores, 
Firſt at the Bar, o'er tedious pleadings ſnores 
Then yawns from ev'ry Pulpit in the nation, 

With three dull points, and common-place citation ; 
Even our Theatre's in ſuch ſad plight, 

We ſeldom drive him from the Pit at night. 


CalPd by our Monk, he mounts his ebon Car, 
Drawn by young ſcreech-owls thro? the murky air; 
With eyes half clos'd he ſoftly cuts the ſhade, 

And yawning ſtretches o'er the ſleeping Maid; 
Scatters of Poppy his narcotic wreaths, | | 


And round a ſoporific vapour breathes. | 
The Jeſuit Girardus 1s accus'd * 

Of having thus his Penitent abus'd ; 

For when he breathed on Cadiera's breaſt, 


Sprights, numerous as Ants, the tortur'd Fair poſ- 
ſeſs'd. 


Our two Gallants, who watch'd this ſweet repoſe, 
Prick'd by the fleſh, remov'd the ſcanty cloaths 
That 


f It was proved the Jeſuit Girardus had taken ſome ſmall liber- 
ties with his penitent the Demoiſelle Cadiera. He was accus'd of 


having bewitched her, by breathing on her. (See the notes on the 
third Canto.) 
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That cover'd Joan, and on her Boſom tried 
With Dice the anxious conteſt to decide, 
Which ſhould try firſt his courage in the Breach— 


The Churchman won—Magicians over-reach ! 


Springs towards the Fair—imagine his ſurpriſe ! 
Denis appears in view! Joan opes her Eyes! 
Good Heav'ns | how Sinners tremble at a Saint! 
The Monk and Muleteer had like to faint. 


Fear prompts to flight, and both abaſh'd retire, 


Griſbourdon, eager to poſſeſs his prize, | 


Their breaſts ſtill burning with perverſe deſire. 
Have you not thus in crowded Cities ſeen, 

The frighted Vot'ries of the Cyprian Queen, 
Scar'd by rude Bailiffs, naked ſpring from bed, 
And in diſorder'd flight their ſearch evade. 
Such panic ſtrikes our diſappointed Lovers, 
Such fear appals them, ſuch confuſion covers. 


In terms of comfort Denis then addreſs'd 
The trembling Fair, aſtomiſh'd and oppreſs'd. 
O choſen Maid! ſelected to fulfil 
** Of him who rules the World, th' almighty will; 
The God of Nations, by thy virgin hand, 
Shall ſoon revenge this deſolated Land; 
cc And 
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* And Albion's chalky clifts ſhall ſhortly mourn, 

*© To ſee her vanquiſh'd Squadrons homewards turn. 
* Wond'rous th' inexplicable ways of God! 
The ruin'd World's refitted at his nod: 

* And at his breath, the Reed no more doth bend, 
But, like the Cedar's, its rough arms extend: 

* His word, th* unfathomable Ocean dries, 

Hills vaniſh at his Voice, and lowly Vallies riſe ! 
* BgBefore thy ſteps ſhall his dread Thunder roar, 
And terror round thee, like the Vulture, ſoar ; 

“ While Victory, in Angel-ſemblance, ſhews 
The paths of glory, and directs thy blows ! 
„Quit then theſe humble toils, and let thy name, 
% Stand, henceforth, foremoſt in the Liſts of Fame.“ 


At this diſcourſe, ſo truly tragical, 

- So comforting, ſo theological, 

Our Joan, amaz'd, gap'd wide with vacant look, 

And thought *rwas Greek holy St. Denis ſpoke. 

But Grace ſoon operated—ſaving Grace, 

FilPd her with efficacious Light, and Peace: 

With ſacred thirſt of Fame, her boſom fir'd, 

And martial ardour to her ſoul infpir'd ; 

Bade her bold thoughts to feats of Glory ſoar, 

An Heroine now—a Chambermaid no more. 
Thus 


* 23 — * 
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Thus when a Burgher, humble, rude, ſincere, 


Is left ſome wealthy Dotard's caſual heir; 


A Palace riſes o'er his ſmoaky Hut, 

His awkward gait aſſumes a lordly ſtrut ; 

The Great, amaz'd the ſudden change admire, 
And his poor Neighbours, now ſalute him, Squire. 


To ſanctify, in form, their great intent, 
Straightway to Church the Saint and Heroine went. 
Judge their aſtoniſhment, their joy, to ſpy, 

(O Pow'r ſupreme! O wond'rous Prodigy !) 
Bright Panoply upon the Altar laid, 
Heay*n-ſent, to deck the Heav'n-· inveſted Maid. 


Th' Arch Angel Michael for theſe Arms apply'd, 


Which Empyrean arſenals ſupply'd. 

The Head-piece, there was ſeen, of Debora ?:; 
The pointed Nail of fated Siſera; 

The Aſs's Jaw-bone too was thither brought, 


With which ſtrong — render d deſp'rate, 


fought, 


When 


Debora is the firſt warlike female mentioned in the Hiſtory of 
the World. Jabel, another heroine, hammered a nail through the 
head of general Sizara. This nail is preſerved in ſeveral Greek 
and Latin Convents, with the Jaw-bone of the Aſs which Sampſon 
made uſe of, David's ſling, and the cutlaſs with which the cele- 
brated Judith cut off general Holifernes or Olfern's head, after 


having paſſed the night with him, 
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When baſely once by Dalila betray'd :— 

And there appear'd fair Judith's ſhining blade, 
Which ſerv'd that gallantly perfidious bride, 
(Thro' love of Heav'n turn'd holy homicide, ) 
When heedleſs of the joys ſo late effay'd, 

She delug'd with his gore her Lover's bed 
Beholding all with joy, emarvePd Joan, 
Impatient burn'd to try this Armour on : 
Fierce nods the creſted Helmet on her head, 


The Baldrick broad ſuſpends the trenchant blade, 


A Vanbras round each nervous arm ſhe ties, 
And Cuiſſarts now defend her poliſh'd thighs. 
Her lance ſhe ſeizes, takes the fling and ſtone, 
The pointed Nail, the Dagger ſharp, Jaw-bone, 
Marches, eſſays her force, like Knights in, ſtory, 
Finds all is right, and burns for fields of @lory! 


Each Heroine ſhould have a Steed to ride! 
Ours to the friendly Muleteer apply'd. 

But ſoon an Aſs preſents him to her choice, 
With fleck grey hide, and moſt ſonorous voice; 
Well curry'd, ſaddled, bridled, and well ſhod, 
Whoſe gilded trappings o'er its forehead nod ; 
Wheeling and cap'ring with peculiar grace, 
Like any Steed of England or of Thrace. 
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This renown'd Aſs was with two Wings ſupply'd, 
That from his ſhoulders ſpread on either ſide : 
Like Pegaſus, who thro* Parnaſſian ſhades, 
Convey'd of old the nine immortal Maids : 

Or Hyppogrif, who carry'd to the Moon 
Aſtolpho, on a viſit to Saint John. 

This Aſs, who proffer'd thus his rump to Joan, 
To my kind Readers ſhall be better known ; 
Another Canto may his worth declare, 

And tell his journeys thro? the plains of air; 
But on my faith they muſt a while rely, 

He's not without ſymbolic myſtery. 


Already Joan had vaulted in her ſaddle, 
And Denis on his Sun-beam fat aſtraddle ; 
In haſte they ſought Loire's flow'ry banks, to bring 
Tidings of Joy to their love-captur'd King. 
The Aſs now trotted on with motion light, 
Now ſportive cut the buoyant Air in flight. 
The luſty Friar, lecherouſly inclin'd, 
Determin'd he'd no longer lag behind ; 
And by his Art occult, this Cordelier, 
Into a Mule transform'd the Muleteer ; 
Leap'd on his back, clap'd ſpurs, and roundly ſwore, 
He'd follow Joan, all Earth and Ocean o'er. 
| The 
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The Muleteer, thus hid within his beaſt, 

Tho? by the Friar's cumb'rous weight oppreſs'd, 
Still thought he gain'd by this mutation ſtrange ; 
His ſoul embruted, ſcarcely felt the change: 


— 


Denis and Joan were journeying on t'wards Tours, 


Where Charles conſummated his new Amours : * 


And as at night near Orleans? Walls they croſs'd, 
Travers'd th* encampment of the Britiſh Hoſt. 
No Patrols challenge them, no Videtts watch: 

In ſullen Drunkenneſs from late debauch, 

The fumes of Wine oppreſs each ſtation'd Guard, 
Nor Trumpet ſhrill, nor doubling Drum is heard. 
Some ſleep in Tents, ſtretch'd naked on the floor, 
And ſome, promiſcuous with their Pages, ſnore. 


Which Denis viewing, turn'd him to the Maid, 
And in a ſoft paternal whiſper ſaid : 
* Have you not, Daughter of election, heard 
What Niſus once, in nightly battle, dar'd“ 
To ſnatch Eurialus from the ſleeping foe ; 
Where friendſhip urg'd, and ſeconded each blow: 
D *« When 


An adventure related by Virgil in the Æneid. 
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When the brave Rutuli in darkneſs bled, 
And Turnus' Troops were number'd with the 
dead. 


“ Ulyfles wiſe, and Tydeus' hardy ſon', 
* From Rheſus too, the nightly battle won; 
* Ta'en unawares, his Trojans breath'd their laſt, 


And from ſoft ſleep to Death, eaſy tranſition, 


paſs'd. 
Say will my Joan a like adventure try?“ — 
Quoth Joan, © I'm not well read in Hiſtory, 


„ Yet never ſhall I think it brave or right, 


Jo hutcher fleepy Rogues, who cannot fight!“ 


Thus ſpoke the Maid: the glimpſes of the Moon, 
That riſing now in filver radiance ſhone, | 
Diſclos'd a gay Pavillion to her ſight, 

Which Lglcem'd to lodge ſome more diſtinguiſh'd 
knight. 

An hundred Flagons lay all ſcatter'd round, 

Full of delicious wine; and there ſhe found 

Midſt other cates, a Paſty's huge remains, 


On which ſhe ſups, and then, with Denis, drains 


Six 


An adventure in Homer's Iliad. 
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Six Flaſks, in bumpers to their joint intent: 

And ſoon they recognize John Chandos” Tent *, 
The Warrior lay, oppreſs'd with fleep profound, 
Supinely ſtretch'd upon the duſty ground. 

Joan thought the mighty Chief might well afford, 
His velvet Breeches, and his truſty ſword ; 
Which for her private uſe ſhe laid apart. 

As when of old, the Man of God's own heart, 
Sever'd from ſleeping Saul, with lender knife, 
His threaded Robe, but ſpar'd the thread of Life : 
And thus to all the wond'ring World made plain, 
What he dar'd do, and how he could abſtain. 


Near ſleeping Chandos, lay his pretty Page, 
Juſt turn'd fourteen, but charming for his age. 
Whoſe ſoft contours, two poliſh'd globes combin'd, 
One might have thought *twas Cupid, view'd behind. 
A Writing Deſk well furniſh'd, ſtood hard by, 
Where the halt-tiply Youth would ſometimes try, 
His ſlender talents at the rhyming Trade, 
In tender trifles to ſome tempting Maid. 
Joan ſeiz'd the Ink, and with precifion drew, 
Below the chine, now moſt expos'd to view, 

D 2 Three 


One of the greateſt Generals of his time. 
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Three Lillies! happy, emblematic Flow'rs, 
So long the ornaments of regal bow'rs: 
While Denis joy'd, in well contraſted black, 
To ſee French Lillies, ſtain an Engliſh back. 


Conceive their perturbation when they woke ! 
You'd think great Chandos would with fury choke, 
Seeing depictur'd on his blooming Page 
Diſgraceful Lillies with well-founded rage 
He cries, © to Arms;“ he thinks himſelf betray'd, 
He ſeeks his truſty ſword beſide his bed, 

In vain—No Sword his fumbling ſearch ſupplies, 
No Breeches now delight his well-rub'd Eyes ; 
He foam'd, he rag'd, and cried with frantic ſtamp, 
The Devil himſelf poſſeſs'd the Britiſh Camp. 


; How ſwift a Sun-beam bright and a wing'd Aſs, 
| To diſtant regions of the World can paſs ! 

To Court, the Saint Fd valiant Maiden flew ; 
And as the Patron Hy experience knew, 

Courtiers were all to raillery inclin'd, 
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| And Richmond's recent inſults kept in mind, 
| He would not now to ſarcaſms diabolical, 
| Expoſe his Figure apoſtolical.— 


Reſolv'd 
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Reſolv'd to make his eſſay in diſguiſe, 
Roger of Baudricourt's ſad mien he tries i. 
A valiant Knight, and Catholic profeſs'd, 
Roger was ever by his Prince careſs'd : 
Loyal tho? free, and tho” at Court ſincere, 
"Tis wonderful! how he found favour there! 


„Awake, my Prince!“ he cried, © by holy light, 
% *Tis ſhame to ſlumber here in ſoft delight, 
And ſunk obſcurely, ſigh your am'rous pains, 
* A captive King—a Slave in Cupid's chains! 
Let Diadems your royal Forehead bind, 
Quit Myrtle wreaths, with wanton Roſes twin'd ! 
«© See Bedford filling your relinquiſh'd- Throne, 
* Your States uſurp'd, your Provinces o'er-run ! 
Oh! rather die, my King, than thus behold, 
Thy Kingdom raviſh'd by Invaders bold! 
<< Aſſume the Crown, fit emblem of command, 


While willing Laurels but await thy hand; 
| For 


1 His name was not Roger, but Robert; this error is immaterial, 
It was he conducted Joan of Arc to Tours in 1429, and preſented 
her to the King. He was a native of Champaigne, without poſ- 
ſeſſing the fineſte of his countrymen, His chateau was near Bri- 
enne near Champaigne. I have ſeen his device over the door of 
this ſorry Chateau: it was a Vigne plant, with this motto; Beau 
dru & court, or, © Fair, thick and ſhort.” One may judge from 
thence the wit of thoſe times, 
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«© For he, who breathes his Spirit thro* my heart, 

* Shall divine Aid to thy juſt cauſe impart. 

* Dare but believe it dare but to come on 
Follow with Joy this warlike Amazon. 

* She'll prop thy Throne, from her ſhall fafety flow, 
* Her Arm ſhall rid thee of an hated Foe.— 

Be but a man—aad if, as I ſuppoſe, 

Some Girl muſt always lead you by the noſe ; 
Oh! fly at leaſt her ſoft ſeducing charms, 

Who now enflaves thee in her wanton arms; 
Accept of ſuccour, tho” in ſemblance ſtrange, 
And follow her, who dares thy Wrongs avenge !” 


Tho! love might ſhare the Gallic Monarch's breaſt, 
Yet Honour {till the better part poſſeſs'd. 
And the old Warrior's words, as from a trance 
Lethargic, rous'd the long loſt hope of France. 
So an Arch-angel, on the laſt great day, 
Appearing high, in terrible array, 
Shall with his Trumpet's voice terrific, ſhake 
The Univerſe, and Death's long bondage break, 
From dreary 'Tombs, the ſleeping Ghoſts invite, 
And call reanimated Duſt, to light! 
Our Charles thus rous'd, burns his new force to try, 
* To Horſe, to Horſe: my Friends“ his ſhort reply; 


No 
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No more can pleaſure bind him by her charms, 
He graſps his Lance, and pants for wars alarms. 


Recover'd ſoon from tranſport's ſudden heat, 
When cooler Reaſon re aſſum'd her ſeat ; 
He wiſh'd to ſee the Fair, ſo ſtrangely ſent 
From Satan or the Lord; ſound her intent, 
Try which the promis'd, ſuccour or confuſion, | 
A Miracle in fact, or an Illuſion. 
Then to the warlike Beauty turning round, 
With Majeſty might other Maids confound, | 
The King thus queſtion'd her“ Say, pretty Joan, 
Are you a Virgin iti?! my Girl ?—nay own!” 
To whom thus Joan, „0 mighty Sire! command 
&© Midwives and matrons, all th* obſtetric band, 
Let them with ſpectacles before their eyes, 
Sound theſe ſuſpected female myſteries. 
In ſuch affairs whoever boaſts of ſkill, 


May. truſs up joan, and forthwith gaze his fill!“ 


From this reply, ſo much what he deſir'd, 
The King perceiv'd the Maiden was inſpir'd! 
6 If,” he exclaim'd, © fo much *tis giv'n to know, 
“ Daughter immaculate, I pray thee ſhew, 
* What 


„ 


Pr 
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% What I did laſt night with my Fair ?—ſpeak free.” 
He waits her anſwer—** Nothing, Sire!“ -quoth ſhe. 
THY aſtoniſh'd Prince, kneel'd ſudden on the ground, 
Cry'd Miracle, and ſpread the wonder round. 
Immediately he bade the ſable band, 

Hippocrates and Galen in their hand, 

Inſpect our Amazons unblemiſh'd Parts, 

Now freely yielded to their ſtrict regards, 

The Senior Doctor, having all ſurvey'd ©, 

Above, below, pronounc'd great Joan, a Maid! 
And (drawn on Parchment fine moſt cunningly,) 
Sign'd her Diploma of Virginity. 


Proud of ſuch Honour, by ſuch virtue bought, 
The King, with ſtep deliberate ſhe ſought. 
Then humbly kneeling, our undoubted Maid, 
The ſpoils of Chandos at his feet diſplay'd. 
Permit,“ ſhe cried © great Ruler of this Land, 
« That under you, thy ſervant's virgin hand, 


% May, pouring vengeance on the Foes of France, 
&« Fulfil what Oracles divine advance. 

«© For by my Courage, by this ſhining Blade, 

“ Nay more, by my untarniſh'd Maidenhead, 


I ſwear 


n Joan of Arc was actually examined by a Jury of Matrons and 
Phyſicians, who declared her a Virgin! 
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I ſwear my King ſhall be at Rheims anointed, 
* And ſoon ſhall ſee proud Talbot diſappointed. | 
* To Orleans your timely aid ſupply, | 
« Come and fulfil thy glorious deſtiny ; 

No more at Tours in baſe inaction ſtay, 

«© But let me follow, whilſt you lead the way!“ 


The buſy Courtiers now around her preſs'd, 
Some Eyes t'wards Heav'n, but more t'wards Joan 
addreſs'd. 
One prais'd her action, one admir'd her force, 
And joyful plaudits echo'd her diſcourſe. 
For not a warrior there, but would aſpire, 
To the high office of her truſty Squire; 0 


And not a Man, who was not all on fire, 

To raviſn from the Maid her Jewel rare, 

So long defended with aſſiduous care. 

The Chiefs make preparation to depart ; 

One greets the ancient Miſtreſs of his heart ; 

One, to an Uſurer for credit prays ; 

One, reckons with his Hoſt, but never pays. [1 
Denis diſplay'd the Oriflamme on high *, f 
The gaudy Standard caught the Monarch's eye; 


The | > 


" The Standard ar Angel brought to the Abbey of St. Denis; 
formerly preſeryed in the hands of the Courts of Yexin. 
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The heav*n-ſent Banner waving in his ſight, 


58 CANTO U. 


Fill'd him with hope co-equal to his might; 
Convinc'd an Aſs, and ſuch an Heroine, 
Muſt wreaths unfading round his Brows entwine. 


Prudent Saint Denis, now reſolv'd to ſpare 
The pain of parting to the am'rous Pair: 
Too many Tears their laſt adieus had coſt, 
Too many precious Hours had thus been loſt. 


Still lovely Agnes ſlept, altho' *twas late, 
Still unſuſpicious of impending Fate. 
A pleaſing Dream with ſoft illuſive charms, 
Gave her enamour'd Monarch to her arms; 
Retrac'd the tranſports of the former Day, 
Too tranſient joys, that fled too faſt away! 
O flatt'ring Dream! why thus deceive the Fair? 
Her lover flies, forc'd off by Denis“ care. 
The ſage Phyſician thus ere health's reſtor'd, 
Forces his Patient from the loaded board, 
Where various dainties all in vain excite 
And tantalize his Glutton appetite. 


No ſooner could the Saint ſucceed to win 
Our am*rous Hero from his darling fin, 


Than 


| 


CANTO IL 59 


Than ſwift he ran to feek his pleaſing care, 

The valiant Virgin, the redoubted Fair. Y 
His ſaint-like attributes he now reſum'd, | | 
The Tone and Air of ſanity aſſum'd, 

The hallow'd Ring, the Croſier paſtoral, 

His Gloves, his Croſs, and Cap epiſcopal. 


« Go on,” he cried, * the Paths of Fame purſue, 

*© My Eye ſhall yet benignly watch o'er you. 

« Still let the Roſe of Modeſty combine, 

« With the proud Laurels ſhall thy Brows entwine. 

&« P'Il guide thy ſteps to Orleans” lofty walls, 

«© While in an am'rous ſnare brave Talbot falls; 

“ Juſt when exulting in her mutual flame, 

He thinks to claſp the Preſident's fair Dame, 

From thy ſtrong arm, he'll juſtly meet his fate! 
4 Puniſh his crime, but do not imitate. 
Let true Devotion, with true Courage vie! 

© I go—adieu—guard thy Virginity !|— 

Devoutly ſo to do the Fair intended, 

Meanwhile the Patron Saint to Heav'n aſcended. 


END OF THE SECOND CANTO. 
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CANTO THE THIRD. 


Deſcription of the Palace of Folly. Combat near 
Orleans. Agnes puts on Jean's Armour, and ſeeks. 
ber Lover : Is taken Priſoner by the Engliſh. Her 
Medeſty ſuffers much. 


"I 118 not enough in Courage to abound, 

Or view with Eye ſerene the Battle's rage, 

Men fit to lead a World of Troops are found 
In ev'ry Climate, and in ev'ry Age. 

For in due turn each Nation hath its ſhare 

Of horrid War, and Death's terrific dance 

In equal portion. —Nor doth aught declare 
Britons out-done by the bold ſons of France. 


Who 
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CANTO III. 61 


Who can aſſert that ſteady Germans hold 
Pre-eminence in this deſtructive art, 
Beyond Iberia's ſons for freedom bold ; 
Victor and vanquiſh'd their alternate part ? 
Great Conde was o'ercome by brave Turenne* ; 
And fiery \ Villars yielded to Eugene 

Whilſt he, who for King Staniſlaus drew forth 
His warlike bands, the Quixote of the North: 4 
With proweſs ſupernatural endu'd, 
At Pultava his routed Squadrons view'd ©; 
His laurels blaſted, and his glory ſtain'd, 


E'en by the Rival his great ſoul diſdain'd. 4 


To prepoſleſs with ſkill the Public mind, 
Is a grand Secrer, difficult to find ! 
To dazzle in ſome Character divine, 
Before the Foe as Heav'n endued to ſhine, 
Effects moſt beneficial may produce! 
Victorious Romans knew its ſignal uſe : 
Europe was conquer'd in the midſt of Miracles, 
While fav'ring Heav'n was prodigal of Oracles. 
Mars 


At the famous battle of Dunes, near Dunkerque. 
„At Malplaquet near Mons, in 1709. 
* Alſo in 1709. 
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62 CANTO III. 


Mars and Bellona to their int'reſt brought, 

Guided their Eagles, in their Battles fought. 
Bacchus, who kindled Aſia to a flame, 

Of Ammon's Son aſſum'd the dreaded Name. 
Great Hercules, and Alexander too, 

From Jupiter their lofty lineage drew. 

Divine Progenitors thus mottals feign, 

Better o'er captur'd Provinces to reign ; 

While tributary Slaves th' aſſertion own, 

And dread Jove's Thunder, iſſuing from the Throne. 


Such fam'd Examples plac'd before his Eyes, 
Saint Denis would ſome ſtratagem deviſe, 
Joan as a Maid inſpir'd by Heav'n to ſhew, 
And make each Britiſn Leader think her ſo. 
He wiſh'd that Bedford, and Tyrconnel ſtout, - 
Talbot the amorous, Chandos indevout, 
Should never of her Virgin miſſion doubt; 
But deem all {upernafural in Joan, 
And in her Arm, a force ſuperior own. 


To bring adroitly his deſign about, 
A Benedictine Monk he choſe him out ; 
Not one of thoſe who in nocturnal toil, 
O'er muſty Folios waſted midnight oil; 
A Prior 


Wy n 


CANTO III. 63 


A Prior this, grown fat in ignorance, 

Who ne'er enrich'd the Lib'raries of France, 
No controverted Points diſturb'd his head, 
Nought but his Miſſal, Brother Lumber read! 


In thoſe chill Realms where Lunar influence rules*, | 
' The Ancients plac'd the Paradiſe of Fools. 
Near the Abyſs where Erebus and Night, 
With ancient Chaos ſhun'd the dawn of light, 
When all things lay in wild confuſion hurl'd, 
Before Time was, or this created World, 
A Space there is, of wild and vaſt diſplay, 
Little careſs'd by the ſoft beams of Day : 
Doom'd ſtill, an horrid twilight to endure, 
Cold and deceitful, trembling, inſecure : 


An Ignis Fatuus its only Star, 

Hobgoblins wanton in the peopl'd Air. 

O'er this Dominion, Folly reigns as Queen, 

A gray beard decks the doating Baby's chin ; | 
Wide | 


4 The Paradiſe o Fools was formerly called Limbo, and Limbo 1 
was furniſhed with the ſouls of Idiots and Infants who died E 
without Baptiſm. ' Limbo ſignifies border or extremity, and at the 
extremity of Lunar influence that Paradiſe was ſuppoſed to lie. 


Milton mentions it, and makes the Devil paſs through the Paradi/c 1 
of Fools. * 
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64 CANTO UI. 


Wide gapes her Mouth, and crooked ſquint her Eyes, 
Coral and Bells the Sceptre's place ſupplies; 

This Queen, her mother Ignorance reſembles, 

Is pleas'd when oft her filly call aſſembles 

Around her throne her fooliſh family, 

Pride, Poſitiveneſs, Sloth, Credulity. 

Tho” vainly weak and impotent the while, 

She's ſerv'd and flatter'd in the Regal ſtile ; 


A forceleſs Phantom, deſpicable thing, 


Like Chilperic, that truly idle King. 
Impoſture's ſtill her greedy Miniſter, 
Sway'd ever by intention ſiniſter. 


Folly he deems his worthy inſtrument. 


Her courts are furniſh*d to her heart's content, 
For there you find the ſkilful Alchymiſt, 
Producing Gold, tho' not of Braſs poſleſs'd ; 
With Roſecrucians, wrangling Theologians, 
Sly Mountebanks, and myſtic Aſtrologians ; 
All poſitive, tho? conſtantly deceiv'd, 

Dupes and impoſtors all, yet always believ'd ! 


Fat Lumber for an Embaſly thus high, 
Was choſen from out his dull Fraternity. 


l When 


CANTO m. 65 


When Night on Clouds of curling vapour flew, 
And o'er the Heav'ns her ſable Mantle threw, 
Envelop'd in the boſom of repoſe, | 
Unconſcious, to theſe filly Realms he roſe*: 
Awaking there he op'd his heavy Eyes, 

All pleas'd, nor ought excited his ſurpriſe ; 

So little ſeemed the difference between 

This, and his Convent's dull inſipid Scene. 


But ſoon he view'd the emblematic ſuite 

Of Paintings, hung round Folly's ancient ſeat. 

Its founder, Caco-demon, deck'd the Walls, 

With a long ſeries of prepoſt'rous ſcrawls. 

Our Follies there he ſketch'd in ſtile burleſque, 

Silly exploits, abſurdities groteſque, 

The Blockhead's blunderings, the Madcap's courſe, 

Projects ill plan'd, but executed worſe. 

Here midſt the wonders his quick hand produces, 

Midſt heaps of impoſitions and abuſes, 

Was drawn an Hero, who from Scotia came 

Gaul's novel Monarch—Law his well known name : 
38 Upon 


This Fools paradiſe was invented, they ſay, by one Peter 
Chryſologus. Young Children who die without being baptiſed 
are ſent there; bur if they die after fifteen they are damned with- 
out any difficulty, 
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66 CANTO III. 


Upon his head a paper crown he wore, 

And Schu was written legibly before“; 
Environ'd round with Bubbles light as air, 

He ſtood, and lib'rally diſpers'd his ware : 

Theſe, Monks, Whores, Warriors, Men of Law entice, 
Who bring him Gold, thro' very avarice. 


Oo 5 a Spectacle and are you there, 
Sufficing Molina, ſoft Eſcobar * ? 
You too, Doucino, whoſe fat chubbed fiſt, 
Held out that Bull to be devoutly kiſs'd, 
Fram'd by Le Tellier in ſuch clumſy ſort ®, 
That even at Rome it ſerv'd for ſecret ſport ; 
That 


f The famous Scheme of one Law, a Scotchman, which over- 
turned ſo many fortunes in France from the year 1718 to 1720, 
left a fatal impreſſion, ſtill felt in 1730, about the time 1 888 
our Author began this Poem. 


5 The excellent Provincial Leiters have made us acquainted 
with thofe caſuiſts Eſcobar and Molina, Molina is here called 
ſufficing, in alluſion to the ſufficing and verſatile grace, upon which 
he has formed a ſyſtem as abſurd as that of his adverſaries, 


n Le Tellier, a Jeſuit; he was the ſon of an Attorney of Vire 
in Lower Normandy : confeſſor ro Louis XIV. author of the 
Lull Unigenitus, and all the troubles which followed: he was 
exiled during the Regency, and is abhored to this day. Father 
Hot cinn was his prime Miniſter, 


CANTO III. 67 


That Bull which caus'd ſuch dreadful conſternation, 
Such party diſcord thro? the Gallic nation; 

Nay worſe, which furniſh'd out the ample ground, 
To rear huge Volumes pond'rous and profound, 
With poiſons fill'd, heretical, terrific, 

Poiſons moſt frigid and moſt ſoporific ! 


Theſe new Bellerophons to combat riding, 
Some dire Chimera, each thro' night beſtriding, 
With bandag'd Eyes ſought out their foes around, 
While Cat-calls ſhrill ſupply'd the Clarion's ſound ; 
And in this holy frantickneſs of mind, 
They urg'd the War with Bladders ſtuff'd with wind. 


Good Heav'ns! what ſtore of Writs and diſquifitions, 


Dull documents, reflections, explications, 

T' explain away what might be underſtood ! 

O thou! who once beſide Scamander's flood, 

Of llion's Heroes chronicl'd the Fates, 

And learn'dly ſung the Wars of Frogs and Rats; 
Riſe from the tomb, come celebrate the War, 
That for this holy Bull extended far! 

The Janſeniſt blind Deſtiny obeys, 

Loſt to the pow'r of efficacious grace; 
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68 CANTO III. 


A Saint Auguſtine on his banner bears, 

To ſave the many, reſolutely dares \. 

His Enemies advance, and crouching bend, 
An hundred Abbes their broad ſhoulders lend. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe ye civil Diſcords, ceaſe I ſay, 
All muſt be chang'd—Blockheads and Fools make 
._ way! 
A Monument ſans ornement, fans art, 
EreQed ſtands not far from St. Medard*. 
The Spirit divine, t' enlighten Gallia come, 
Shuts up its puiſſance in this cumb'rous tomb. 
T* approach this ſhrine, the tott'ring Blindman burns, 
But groping to his Hoſpital returns : 
The Lame comes limping to theſe ſacred Walls, 


Aloud Hoſanna cries ; jumps, kicks, and falls : 


The Deaf man, pining from obſtructed Ears, 

Approaches, liſtens long, but nothing hears. 

And now the pious Populace rejoice, 

Spread theſe rare wonders with applauding voice, 
And 


i Alluding to ſome tenets of Janſeniſm. 


* This points out the Convulſioniſis and their miracles, atteſted 
by millions of Janſeniſts. Carrs Mongeron printed a large col- 
lecdion of them, which he preſented to Louis XV, 
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CANTO II. :. 


And witneſſing ſuch miracles divine, 

Kiſs with fond rapture Abbe Paris“ ſhrine ' !— 
Fat Lumber, fixing his large vacant eyes, 
Beheld this ſacred work, and thank'd the ſkies ; 
Then laughing ſillily, abſorb'd he ſtood, 
Wonder'd at all, and nothing underſtood. 


Mark well that wiſe Tribunal's fable rows ! 
Prelates one half, the other Monks compoſe. 
Behold - 


! Honeſt Paris, an idiotic Deacon, was a zealous Janſeniſt, and 
conſidered as a Saint by the populace. About the year 1724 they 
began to aſſemble in the cemetery of St. Medard, where he was 
buried, and pray round his Tomb. The church of St. Medard 
was before this liitle noticed, for its faint had never wrought 
miracles ; but Abbe Paris performed many. The moſt remarkable 
was celebrated by the Ducheſs of Maine in the following ſong : 


Un decroteur à la royale, 

Du talon gauche eſtropie, 
Obrint pour grice ſpeciale, 
D' etre boiteux de Vaurre pie. 


St. Paris wrought three or four hundred miracles of this nature, 
Had he been ſuffered he would have raiſed the dead, but the 


Police prevented him, which gave occaſion to the following 
dittich ; 


De par le roi, defenſe a Dieu, 
D' operer miracle en ce lieu. 
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Behold the bleſt Inquiſitorial Band, 

See their unnumber'd Sbirri round them ſtand. 
Long have theſe Doctors in dire Judgment ſat, 
Bedeck'd in plumes of the night-loving Bat. 
Long Aſſes Ears adorn their heads auguſt ; 
And well to weigh the juſt with the unjuſt, 
And try when Truth or Falſhood moſt prevails, 
They hold a Balance with two ample ſcales, 
Extorted gold in one, a glitt'ring load, 

Is heap'd with plunder'd ſinners reeking blood ; 
The other's fill'd with oremus' and briefs, 
Chaplets and Agnuſes and bulls and fiefs. 

See Galileo at their nod attend, 

Humbly before this bleſt Tribunal bend, 

And now for pardon ſue in tone contrite, 
Juſtly condemn'd for being in the right. 


Thy Walls, Loudun, with new lit Faggots fume ! 
A Curate now the ruthleſs Flames conſume. 


Twelve 


m Galileo, who laid the foundation of Philoſophy in Italy, was 
' impriſoned by an order of the Inquiſition, treated moſt ſeverely, 
and condemned not only as an heretic but a blockhead, for having 
dared to demonſtrate the motion of the earth. 


— MA... — 


CANTO III. 71 


Twelve Scoundrels doom Urbain Grandier to die“, 
Behold him broil, accus'd of Sorcery ! 


The Gallic Parliament ſee painted here, 
Ignorant, venal, back'd by many a Peer.— 
For thee, my Galigai?, they prepare 
Bright flames, for covenants with Lucifer. 
Fatal to Genius is the ſoil of France! 

Better to reſt content in ignorance, 
Learn number'd Beads religiouſly to tell, 
Truſt in the Pope, and dread the pains of Hell, 


Since 


" Urbain Grandier, Curate of Loudun, accuſed of having intro- 
duced an evil ſpirit into the body of ſeveral Nuns, was ſentenced 
to be burned alive by an order of Council in 1629. One Menar- 
daie had the folly to print a book, in 1749, in which he attempt- 
ed to prove this accuſation, | 


Eleonora Galigai, a lady of high quality, attached to Queen 
Mary de Medecis, and one of her Maids of Honour, wife to Can- 
cino Concint, a Florentine, Marquis d' Ancre, Marechal of France, 
was not only belreaded at the Greve in 1617, according to the 
chronological abridgement of the hiſtory of France, but was alſo 
burnt as a Witch, and her property confilcated to her enemies. 
There were but five of her judges, who diſguſted at ſuch horrible 
abſurdity, refuſed to ſign her condemnation. | 
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Since farther on I ſee their Acts frenetic, 

For Ariſtotle, and againſt th“ Emetic?. 

Come on, Girardus bold, in turn come on“, 

Thy feats deſerve to be diſcuſs'd alone! 

Behold you here, in ſacerdotal State, 

Tenderly preaching thro? th* obtruding grate. 

What ſay you to the penitential charms, 

Of the ſoft fair converted in thine arms ? 

*Tis not for me at ſuch ſucceſs to rail : 

We're men, Girardus, and all fleſh is frail. 

You ne'er tranſgreſs'd *gainſt Natures ſov'reign Laws, 

Great Devotees are blam'd with truer-cauſe. 

But yet my Friend, I own I ne'er expected, 

To find the Devil with thy affairs connected! 

Girardus, O Girardus, midſt the Foes 

Whoſe grievous accuſations wrought thy woes; 
Whether 


P The French Parliament, in Louis X1TT's time, forbade under 
pain of tranſportation that any other doctrine but that of Ariflotle 
ſhould be taught: and ſhortly after forbade the uſe of Tartar 
emetic, but without condemning to the gallies either Phyſician or 
Patient. Louis XIV. happened to be cured at Calais by an emetic, 
ſo the act of parliament loſt its credit. 


9 The ſtory of jeſuit Girardus and the nun Cadiera is of ſuf- 
ficent notariety: _— was condemned to the flames, convict- 
ed of ſorcery by one half of the parliament of Aix, and acquitted 
by the other half. 
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Whether or Jacobin, or Carmelite, 

They try who beſt can judge, or worſt can write; 
Or proffer aid, or enmity declare, 

There's not one ſingle Conjurer—Pll ſwear | 


Lumber at length ſaw twenty Prelates mourn, 
Where ancient Parliaments their Mandates burn; 
Whoſe Acts exterminate the Race procacious, 
Of a fam'd Madman we name Saint Ignatius. 
Yet they themſelves were in their turn decry'd 
Ignatius laugh'd, tho* Queſnel deeply ſigh'd! 
Paris, emov'd, beheld their tribulation, 

And from gay Operas ſought conſolation. 


O Folly ! fat and filly Deity ! 
Whoſe fruitful Womb ſupplies more progeny, 
And peopPd Earth with Fools more amply loads, 
Than Cybele once crowded Heav'n with Gods ! 
With what delight muſt thy dull eye ſurvey, 
Thy Sons on Seine's enamel'd margin ſtray ; 
Whole bands of filly ignorant Tranſlators, 
Silly Compilers, filly Commentators, 
And filly Authors, a promiſcuous breed, 
Who write, what others not leſs filly, read! 


Tell 
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Tell me, thou Pow'r ſupreme, I pray thee tell, 
Which of thy Sons in Bathos moſt excell ; 
Which emulates with moſt profound ambition, 
The heavieſt, dulleſt, flatteſt compoſition ? 
Moſt poſitive to ſtumble or to bray, ' 

At ev'ry ſtep of the oft-beaten way? 

Oh! I perceive thoſe moſt belov'd by you, 
Are they who pen the Journals of Treyoux ! 


While near the Moon Saint Denis now prepares, 
*Gainſt Britain's Sons his inoffenſive ſnares ; 
New Scenes, that differ wide from theſe, engage, 
The Fools who tread this ſublunary ſtage. 
King Charles to Orleans his march inclin'd, 
His gaudy Banners waving in the wind; 
Joan, gay in burniſh'd Arms and creſted pride, 
Promiſing conqueſt, journey'd by his fide. 1 
See each young Squire, each loyal Cavalier, | 


N 


Before this holy Amazon appear, 
And Lance in hand, obſequiouſly draw near ! 
Thus we behold the gentle female band, 
At Fontevraux the ſtronger ſex command; 
The Sceptre there is in a Woman's hand. 
From 
x Fontebrand, Fintevraux, Fon, Ebraldi, a village about three 


miles from Saumur, famous for an Abbey of Nuns, head of the 
| Order, 
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From Petronilla's Laws no Monk rebels, 
And Father Anſelm for her bleſſing kneels. 


Now Agnes, all forlorn, her loſs deplor'd, 
Abandon'd by the Prince her ſoul ador'd. 
Exceſs of grief o'er nature's force prevail'd, 
And deathlike languor ev'ry ſenſe congeal'd, 
Boneau adminiſter'd with anxious care, 
Reſtoring cordials to the ſwooning Fair; 
The ſwooning Fair, rous'd from oblivion deep, 
Op'd her bright eyes, and op'd them but to weep. 
Then hanging fondly on Boneau, fhe ſaid, 
And is he gone?—and am I thus betray'd ? 


cc Say 


Order, inſtituted by Robert 4 Arbraſſel, who was born in 1047, 
and died in 1117. Having fixed his tabernacle in the foreſt of 
Fontevraux, he traverſed the kingdom barefoot, exhorting proſti- 
tutes to repentence, and drawing them to his cloiſter. He made 
many converts, particularly in the city of Rouen. He perſuaded 
the celebrated Queen Betrade to take the Habit of Fontevraux, 
and eſtabliſhed his order all over France. Pope Paſcal 71. placed 
it under the protection of the Holy See in 1106. Robert, a 
little before his death, appointed a Lady, named Petronilla de Che- | 
mille, chief of the Order, and ordained ſhe ſhould be (till fucceeded 
by a female in that dignity, who ſhould govern equally over both 
Friars and Nuns. Thirty four or five Abbeſſes have ſucceeded 
fince Petronilla, fourteen of whom were Princeſſes, and from thoſe 
five of the houſe of Bourbon. [Vide Sta. Martha on the 4th Vol. 


of Gallia Chrifliana, and the Clypeus ordinis Fontebraldenſis, of 
Father Mainferme.] 
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„Say whither go, or what he'd undertake ? 

For whom can Charles theſe widow'd arms forſake? 
So vain are all the ſolemn Vows he ſwore 

* When to his proffer'd Love he won me o'er ? 

* Muſt I; whole nights without my Lover laid, 

* Toſs in the midſt of my deſerted bed, 

While hardy Joan, not Britain's Enemy 

«© But Agnes? foe, with fabricated lie, 
I0o prepoſſeſs his wav'ring Mind may try ? 

© Ye Gods! how I deteſt theſe manly Creatures, 
Soldiers in petticoats, with dubious features, 

«© AﬀeCting maſculine addreſs in arms, 

Without poſſeſſing our ſoft female charms ; 

«© Whoſe vile pretenſions to a double fame, 

<* To neither gender can with truth lay claim!“ 
Thus ſpoke the doleful Fair, then bluſh'd and ſigh'd, 
Trembled with rage and from vexation cry'd, 

Till madding Jealouſy her boſom fir'd, 

And tender Love a ſubtle wile inſpir'd. 


oy 


To Orleans the Fair reſolved to go, 
Accompany'd by Alice and Boneau; 
| And 


s Moſt probably the Author here alludes to the Heroines of 


Arioflo and Tafſo. I believe they were maſculine and Cuttiſh, but 
Knights did not ſtick at trifles. 
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And gain'd an Inn, where our heroic Maid, 

Weary with riding, juſt in bed was laid. 

Agnes till all were ſunk to reſt remain'd, 

And craftily full information gain'd, 

Where ſlept our Joan, and where her Armour lay; 
Then ſoft approaching, bore with joy away, 
Chandos” breeches, thro' the which ſhe paſs'd 

Her tender Thighs, and the fring'd Cod-piece lac'd ; 
Then from the Amazon her Cuiraſs ſtole, 
And of her ſcatter'd arms uſurp'd the whole. 

The temper'd Steel for hardy Combats made, 
Bruis'd and diſtreſs'd her limbs fo delicate. 

Boneau aſſiduous aſſiſtance lent, 

On him ſhe lean'd, with coil and grief o'erſpent. 


Then beauteous Agnes thus with fervour pray'd, 
„O Love, O mighty Love, thy vot'ry aid! | 
& True to thy diftates, mov'd by thy command, 1 
„ Endue with unknown force her trembling hand, 1 
* While thus encumber'd in rude arms ſhe goes, | 
«© Better to touch the author of her woes. 

„My lover's breaſt for martial beauty burns, 
Love to a warrior gentle Agnes turns. 
'n follow him, thus deck'd in martial pride, . 
« And pray that I may combat by his ſide. 
| « And 
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* Of Britiſh darts, in battle's dreaded hour 

* Aims at his life, O Love! avert its pow'r! 
On me, on me, its fulleſt fury call, 

<< Let him live bleſt, let me the victim fall. 

4 To Death Ill freely yield theſe tranſient charms, 
* But let me die belov'd, and in his arms!“ 

So pray'd the Fair, while Boneau led the way, 
And good King Charles at three miles diſtance lay. 


* And if perchance a black and whiſtling ſhow'r 


*Twas night, yet eager Agnes would depart, 
To ſeek the Sovereign of her doating heart. 
So clad, and bending from her Armour's weight, 
Spent with fatigue and overcome by heat, 
Perch'd on a horſe, to find her love ſhe ſtray'd, 
Bruis'd her plump Thighs, and her firm Buttocks 

flay'd. - | 

Upon a Norman charger fat Boneau, 
By his fair miſtreſs? ſide did puffing go, 
While tender Cupid trembled for the Fair, 
Saw her depart, and ſigh'd with anxious care. 


Fair Agnes had not long her route purſu'd, 
When from the covert of a neighbouring wood 
The noiſe of ſteeds and din of arms was heard, 
And horſemen clad in ſcarlet bright appear'd, 
Who, 
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Who, by ill-fortune, Chandos“ troopers were: 
Rudely they challeng'd, crying, © Who goes there?“ 
The Fair, ſurpris'd the warlike band to fee, 

And ſtarting from a tender reverie, 

Frankly reply'd, nor for concealment ſtrove, 

«© My name is Agnes, friend to France and Love.” 
At theſe ſoft names, (which Heav'n in juſtice tied 
In knots of union nothing ſhall divide,) 

They ſeize on Agnes fair, and fat Boneau, 

And joying in ſo rich a booty, go 

Straightway to Chandos, terrible in rage, 

Who lately vow'd his fury to aſſuage, 

With tenfold vengeance on the miſcreant's head, 
Who ſtole his Breeches, and his truſty Blade. 


Juſt when the hand of balmy Sleep unties, 
The drowſy bands that bind up mortal eyes ; 
When feather'd ſongſters ſtrain their tuneful throats, 
To hall returning Day with cheerful notes; 
That hour, when renovated vigour fires, 
When Nature prompts to love, when ſtrong deſires, 
Parents of all voluptuous joys invite, | 
And ev'ry nerve is ſtrung to new delight; 
"Twas then, O Chandos, in thy gladden'd Tent, 
Thy faithful Troops the beauteous fair preſent ; 


More 
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More glorious then in beauty's full diſplay, 
Than Phcebus riſing with the golden Day: 

What thy ſenſations, Chandos, freely own, 
Agnes beſide thee, with thy Breeches on? 


Great Chandos, by ſuch rare incentives fir'd, 
With'glance laſcivious the ſoft fair admir'd. 
Poor Agnes trembled whilſt ſhe heard him ſcoff, 
Ha! ha! my Breeches, I'll ſoon have ye off!“ 
On his bedſide he forc'd the fair to fit, 
And cried, © My pretty Pris'ner, quit, oh! quit 
This cumb'rous weight of unavailing arms, 
That but embarraſs ſuch bewitching charms !”? 
So ſaying, full of ardour, full of hopes, 
Her Caſque he looſes, and her Cuiraſs opes; 
Agnes reſiſted with becoming grace, 
The bluſh of modeſty o'erſpreads her face; 
Her lovely cheeks with brighter roſes glow, 
Thinking on Charles, ſubmitting to his Foe ! 


Chief of the Kitchen was Boneau deſign'd, 
A choice employment, ſuited to his mind ; 
Who could ſuch culinary aids ſupply, 
Or who with him in rich invention vie; 
Since, 
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Since, O ye French, your Fricaſſes you owe, 
And pies of Fel, to competent Boneau. 


O noble Chandos, what are you about?” 
Cried timid Agnes in a tone devout. 
* By Jove,” ſay' d he, (all Britiſh Heroes ſwear * 
My late indignity I'll ſtraight repair; 
*© Theſe are my Breeches, need I be reminded, 
* To ſeize my own, wherever I may find it!“ 
He ſaid, and quick unveil'd her hidden charms, 
The Fair abaſh'd ſhrunk naked in his arms. : 
Still hop'd her tears might move him to relent, 


And ſtill cried, © No—I never will conſent.” 


At the fame moment loud and fierce alarms 
Were heard abroad; the cry, To Arms, to Arms!“ 
The Trumpet, organ of Deſtruction, ſounds, 
The dreadful charge each timid breaſt aſtounds. 
Joan, juit awoke, ſeeks with indignant ire, 
The muffling of her maſcaline attire, 
| F Her 


The Engliſh ſwear by G—d, damn my blood, Sc. Germans, 
Sacrament, The French make uſe of a word, which to the oath 
of Italians is, as the ation to the inſtrument. Spaniards ſwear 
voto a Dios. A Friar of the holy order of Recolle&s has compiled 
a Book, which be is actually about to publiſh, on the different 
Oaths and Curſes of every Nation ; which may probably prove an 
exact and very edifying Work. 
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Her Helmet, ſhaded by the nodding creſt, 

Her Hauberk“ ſtout, to ſhield her glowing breaſt, 
Her fring'd Bragette“, in vain the Maid laments, 
Seizes ſome Squire's unmeet accoutrements, 
Mounts her wing'd Palfrey, ſoars aloft, and cries, 
“ Come on, my Friends, avenge theſe injuries!“ 
An hundred Knights obey the warlike Fair, 

Six hundred Infantry bring up the rear. 


Juſt at this Criſis, Lumber fat and jolly, 
From the Dominions of imperial Folly, 


Deſcending, 


u Hauberk, aubergeon, coat of Mail. They were uſually com- 
poſed of plates of Iron, and ſometimes covered with white worſted 
or ſilk. They had ſleeves and neck-piece. The Fiefs d'Hauberk, 
gave a right to their owners of bearing this armour. 


* Braguette, from braye, bracca, cod-piece ; it was formerly the 
faſhion to wear them long and looſe, hanging down in front of the 
Ereeche:, and ſometimes to carry an Orange'in the bottom, which 
was occaſionally preſented to the Ladies. Rabelais mentions a 
Book, entitled The Conſequence of Cod-pieces. They were a prero- 
gative diſtinctive of the nobler Sex; and on that account the Sor- 
bonne petitioned to have the Maid of Orleans burned alive, for 
preſuming to wear breeches with a Cod-piece. Six French Biſhops, 
aſſiſted by the Biſhop of Wincheſter, condemned her to the 
Flames. This proceeding was perfectly juſt; and it is to be la- 
mented the like does not oftener occur ; however we need not yet 
deſpair. | 
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Deſcending, hover'd o'er the Britiſh Camp, 
Circl'd with Atoms of the dulleſt ſtamp. 

A precious burden on his back he bore, 
Surcharg'd he came from Folly's choiceſt ſtore, 
With quaint deceptions, groſs abſurdities, 

The cant of Friars and Scholaſtic hes. | 
He ſhook his Robe, before he reach'd the ground, 
His ample Robe, and ſcatter'd all around 

Thoſe precious treaſures of blind Ignorance, 
Treaſures too common to the ſoil of France. 
Thus from his chequer'd Car of Ebony, 

While night prevails, the drowſy Deity 

Flings his light Dreams, narcotic Poppy ſtrews, 
And 'midſt Deceptions, lulls us to repoſe ! 


END OF THE THIRD CANTO. 


CANTO THE FOURTH, 


Joan and Duncis attack the E ngliſh. What happened 
to them in the Palace Hermaphrodix. 


WERE 1 a King, I ſhould my States maintain 
By upright Laws, and court the Arts of Peace; 
And ev'ry Day of my auſpicious reign, 


Should be diſtinguiſh'd by ſome act of grace. 


And if I was Controller of Finance, 
Pd be the patron of the tuneful Lyre ; 
And Wits to Penſions here and there advance, 
For e'en ſuch labourers deſerve their hire. 
If I at Paris an Archbiſhop was, 
Uniting with the ſteady Moliniſts, 
Pd uſe my utmoſt efforts in their cauſe, 
To render tractable rude Janſeniſts. 
| But 


CANTO VV. 85 


But if ſome youthful Beauty won my love, 

I'd never from the ſoft Enchantreſs fly ; 

But vary'd Feaſts ſhould other joys improve, 
And chaſe away dull uniformity. 

Say, happy Lovers, can ye abſence bear, 

Or ſafely from your blooming Miſtreſs ſtay ? 
Ye riſk, alas, if once ye quit the fair, 

To be made Cuckolds, twice or thrice a Day ! 


Great Chandos, fir'd with love and ripe for joy, 
With his fair Captive ſcarce began to toy, 
When wrathful Joan commenc'd this ſudden prank, 
Spreading diſmay and death from rank to rank, 
With Debora's ſo long redoubted Lance, 
She pierc'd old Dildo, foe avow'd of France; 
Who rifled the ripe treaſures of Clairvaux, 
And raviſh'd all the Nuns of Fontevraux. 
Next Faulkner, worthy of the Gibbet, dies, 
Struck thro the temple, and thro' both his eyes; 
This brazen Fellow, bred midſt fogs and rime, 
In the dank region of Hibernia's clime, 
For three long years intrigu'd thus far from home, 
Like a ſpoilt child of Florence or of Rome. 
Lord Hallifax beneath her Falchion fell; 
She ſent his brawling Couſin next to Hell: 


With 
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With M... inceſtuous, who debauch'd his mother, 
And B..t..y, who cuckolded his brother. 

Fir'd by example, not a Knight or Squire, 

But would to feats of hardihood aſpire : 

Each fell'd of Britiſh Heroes half a ſcore, 

Death in their ſuite, grim Terror ſtalk'd before ; 
For while amaz'd they gaz'd on mighty Joan, 

Each thought ſome God had made their cauſe his own! 


While mighty Joan each Britiſh Chief defy'd, 
With voice ſtentorial brother Lumber cry'd, 
& She is a Maid! this, daſtard Britons know! 
* St. Denis arms her *gainſt her Country's foe ! 
Well may the Maid your coward fears alarm, 

** Nought Nat withſtand her wonder-working arm! 
Quick, on your knees, ye ſcum of Albion, fall, 
* And humbly for her BenediQion call!“ | 
At this, fierce Talbot with indignant ire, 
Commands his Troops to ſeize the boiſt'rous Friar. 
The boiſt'rous Friar, ſeiz'd and quickly bound, 
Unmov'd proclaims to all who croud around, 

«© A Martyr in the cauſe of Truth I die, 
* She is a Maid! ſhe'll gain the Victory!“ 


How credulous is Man !—his veering breaſt, 
How ſoon by fluctuating cares oppreſs'd ! | 
- Like 
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Like temper'd Clay, he readily receives 

The ſtrong impreſſion ſudden Terror leaves. 
*Twas therefore Lumber's half inſpir'd diſcourſe, 
Struck ev'ry liſt'ning ear with baneful force; 
Communicating to each Soldier's heart, 

More dread than Joan, and all her Knights unpart. 
That ancient Inſtin& ever prone to wonders, 
That erring Principle that ſanctions blunders, 
With frigid Fear that aids each vain illuſion, 
Were now conjoin'd to propagate confuſion. 
Not yet had hardy Britons learn'd to vie, 

In deep reſearches of Philoſophy. 

Moſt doughty Knights were molt illiterate, 

And Wits reſerv'd to grace a later date. 


Now Chandos, reſolute and bold in fight, 
Cried, ©© Wheel, my brave Companions, to the right.“ 
Quick to the left, the ſcar'd Battalion wheels, - 
And ſwearing Cowards truſt to nimble heels. 
Thus on the Plain where fam'd Euphrates flows, 
Preſumptuous Mortals did of old propoſe, 
T” exert the utmoſt ſtretch of human power, 
And build proud Babel's heav*n-afpiring tower“: 


"Till 


The Tower of Babel was built, we ſuppoſe, one hundred and 
twenty years after the Deluge. Flavian Foſephus believes it was 
erected 
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Till Heav'n diſdainful view'd the pride-fwoln plan, 

And ſent confuſion to admoniſh Man. 

Their Language to unheard-of Jargons chang'd, 

All mutual aid and intercourſe derang'd. 

The labouring Slave his orders diſobey'd, 

Nor comprehended what his Maſter ſaid: 

But when he call'd aloud for Drink or Food, 

Brought him freſh Mortar, or ſupply'd with Wood. 

Heav'n mock'd preſumption — and the crowd diſ- 
may'd, | | 

Unfiniſh'd left the work, and railing fled. 


Fame ſoon at Orleans theſe deeds made known, 
Thither ſhe flew, extolling mighty Joan. 
The. world the ardour of our Youth remarks, 
Honour's the Idol of thoſe gallant Sparks : 


With | 


erected by Nimrod or Nemvrod. The ingenious Don Calmet has 
favoured us with a ſection of this Tower when raiſed to 

eleventh ſtory ; and has embelliſhed his Dictionary with fine en- 
gravings in the ſame ſtile, taken from ancient monuments. The 
learned Jew Jaleus fixes the height of the Tower of Babel at 


twenty-ſeven thouſand paces, which is extremely probable. Se- 
veral travellers have viſited the ruins. 


That holy Patriarch Alexander Eutychius aſſures us in his an- 
nals that ſeventy-two men built this Tower. This was the epoch 
of the confuſion of tongues ; and the famous Becan has ably de- 


monſtrated that High Dutch till retains a ſtrong analogy to the 
Hebrew. 
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With like alacrity young Frenchmen go, 
To lead the Dance, or face th* embattl'd Foe. 
Dunois, that Mars in Greece might perſonate, 

A Dunois, ſo proudly illegitimate, 
With Richmond, la Trimouille, Santrailles, la Hire, 
Sally from out the Walls „ devoid of fear, 
Preſage ſucceſs, and ſhout exultingly, 
„Where, where are now theſe daſtard Enemy?“ 
Nor are they diſtant far—for near the Gates, 
Talbot in ambuſh with ten Cohorts waits. 
For gallant Talbot, many a day before, 
By Cupid and Saint George (his patrons) ſwore 
To try each ſtratagem, eflay each art, 
Might gain the double object of his heart. 
Since Preſident Louvet's faſtidious Dame, 
With more than friendſhip met the Hero's flame, 
A double Wreath, he hop'd, might crown his care, 
He'd ſack the City, and he'd win the Fair: 
Thence, ere our ſallying Knights proceeded far, 
Brave Talbot met them with the ſhock of War. 


Le plains of Orleans! contracted ſtage, 
For this fierce Combat fought with ſtubborn rage, 
Sufficient drank ye then of human gore, 


T” enrich ye for a Century, or more! 


Wherefore 
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Wherefore ſhould ye to bloody Zama yield *, 
Or to Pharſalia's © or Malplaquet's field * ; 


Tho? 


b According to Polibius, ſome natives of France ſerved in the 
Carthaginian Army, at the battle of Zama, fought between Pub- 
lius Scipio and Hannibal. Polybius the cotemporary and friend of 
Scipio ſays the numbers were equal on both ſides : The Chevalier 
Folard thinks otherwiſe ; and pretends that Scipio fought in co- 
lumns : yet this appears impoſſible, as Polybius aſſerts they all 
fought man to man. We mult therefore refer the deciſion of this 
Queſtion to the Learned. 


Nota Bene. Pompey had 55,000 men, and Ceſar 22,000 
at Pharſalia ; the carnage was terrible. Cæſar's 22,000 men, 
after] an obſtinate reſiſtance, beat Pompey's 55,000. This battle 
decided the fate of the Roman Republic, and gave Greece, Aſia 
Minor, Italy, the Gauls and Spain into the hands of the Minion 
of Nycomedon. 

The conſequences of this battle were greater indeed than thoſe 
which followed from Joan's combat: bur ſtill ſhe is Maiden Joan, 
and our own ; and we ſhould be grateful to our good countryman 
for comparing the dear girl's exploits with thoſe of Cæſar who 
had loſt his Virginity: Have not the moſt reverend Jeſuits com- 
pared Saint Ignatius to Ceſar ? and Saint Francis Zavwier to Alex- 
ander yet theſe reſembled one another no more than Paſcal's 
cighty old men reſembled the eighty old men of the Apocalypſe. 
We every day hear ſome king compared to Ceſar, and may there- 
fore pardon our grave Bard for comparing a ſkirmiſh in which 
his Heroine has engaged, with the famous Battles of Zama and 
Pharſalia. 


4 Aſter this battle 28,700 men were left ſtretched, not on the 
plain, as an hiſtorian tells us, but in a bog of mire and blood ! 
they were counted by the Marquis de Creveceur, aide-de-camp to 
Marſhal Yillers, who ſuperintended their interment. (Vide the 
Age of Louis XIV. Ann. 1709.) 
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Tho? fam'd for carnage and unnumber'd dead, 
Such hardy efforts never there were made. 

Ye ſaw, with ſtern approach the Knights advance, 
And into ſplinters break each ſhiver'd Lance; 
*Squires on the ground their Chargers overſet, 
And both with active force regain their feet; 

From claſhing Swords bright ſcintillations play, 
That render'd doubly luminous the day; 

And thick as hail-ſtones, where the conflict warms, 
Fall Shoulders, Noſes, Chins, Feet, Legs, and Arms. 


Angels belligerent, from heav'nly height, 
Look down with wonder on this dubious fight. 
Fierce Michael, mighty Raphael by his ſide, 
And he who caſtigated Perſian pride, 
A moment to our Globe direct their eyes, 
And contemplate this conteſt with ſurpriſe. 
Michael 


I ſuppoſe our erudite Author calls the Soldiers of Sinnacberib, 
Ferſians, becauſe the Perſians ruled a long time in Aſſytia. There 
is no doubt but the Angel of the Lord killed with his own hand 
one hundred and eighty five thouſand men of Sinnacherib's Army, 
who had the inſolence to march againſt Jeruſalem : and when Sin- 
nacherib beheld the ſlain, he returned home again, We are told 
this happened in the year of the world 3293, yet ſeveral learned 
men pretend that this not uncommon circumſtance arrived in 
3293. We are of opinion it happened in 3296, as we ſhall here- 
after prove. | 
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Michael at length the golden Balance rears *, 
That counterpois'd terreſtrial affairs; ; 
Suſpends of England and of France the fate, 

And finds that Britain muſt preponderate; 

For in the ſcale of this momentous fight, 
Frenchmen were by misfortune found too light. 
The ſecret will of all-diſpoſing Heav'n 

Had Victory to gallant Talbot giv'n. 

Richmond was wounded by a well-aim'd dart, 

That graz'd his hip and pierc'd the hinder part : 
Cut o'er the knee, Saintrailles enfeebled fell ; 

And la Hire ſuffer d - here I dare not tell, 

But his fair Miſtreſs I commiſlerate ! 

And tender la Trimouille, by adverſe fate 

Plung'd in a marſhy mire receiv'd much harm, 
And by ſad miſadventure broke his arm. 

Within the Walls the Knights thus maim'd were led, 
Their wounds well bandag'd, they were put to bed; 
And may their puniſhment vain ſcoffers warn, 
Never again to treat a Saint with ſcorn ! 


The will of Heav'n or puniſhes or ſpares, 
(Profound Queſnel this ſolemn truth declares b.) 
; Now 


* This ſeems imitated from Homer. Milton weighs the fortunes 
of men in the Sign of the Balance. 


See his Works, 
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Now would its grace one gallant Knight exempt 
From puniſhment for inſolent contempt. 

Whilſt all the reſt, on litters homeward borne, 
Maim'd and disfigur'd their raſh conduct mourn, - 
While each of fortune, and of Joan complain'd, 
Our brave Dunois without a ſcratch remain'd, 

He ſhot like Lightning to the hotteſt fray, 

And thro* whole Britiſh Squadrons hew'd his way ; 
Till forcing on, he met the Mighty Maid, 
Where all before her fell, or all before her fled. 


When rapid Torrents their full floods unite, 

Precipitating from ſome Mountain's height, 

Nought can the rage of mingled Waves reſtrain, 
They drown the Ruſtic's hope, and deluge all the 

plain. | 

More dreadful far were Joan and fierce Dunois 
To thoſe who their terrific junction faw ; 

On their joint efforts with amazement gaz'd, 

Saw whole Battalions by their proweis raz d. 

So great their ardour, ſuch their force combin'd, 
Their tardy ſuite full ſoon were left behind. 

Still Joan, and ſtill Dunois their foes purſu'd, 

When night o'ertook them near a ſilent Wood. 
| At 
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At length nor Chandos nor his troops they ſpy'd, 
But © France for ever,” as they halted, cry'd. 

By Cynthia's flick' ring beam they ſought their way, 
Advanc'd, return'd, but journey'd ſtill aſtray ; 
Till they and eke their ſteeds much needing reſt, 

By pinching hunger and fatigue oppreſs'd, 

Rue'd, tho' victorious, their unlucky plight, 

Left without Bed, and ſupperleſs at night. 

Thus the light Bark, her fails and Compaſs loſt, 
Veers round, by Eolus and Neptune toſs'd. 


A Spaniel ſoon appear'd—with kind intent 
Apparently to guide theſe Wand'rers ſent. 
This Spaniel our benighted Pair careſs'd, 
Bark'd, wagg'd its Tail, and anxious joy expreſs'd ; 
Ran on, then turn'd, as if to chide delay, 
And ſeem'd in his ſtrange diale& to ſay, 
Come hither, Gentlemen, here lies your way.” 
Well our bewilder'd Heroes underſtood, 
From theſe his gambols, what the Spaniel would. 
Guided by hope and him, they now advance, 
Beſeeching Heav'n for the renown of France; 
While with juſt compliments, from time to time, 
They greet each other in alternate chime. 

With 
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With glance laſcivious oft Dunois ſurvey'd, 
*Spight of his ſoul, the love-exciting Maid; 
Tho? well he knew, France ſhould deſtruction fear, 
Was this fair Flow'ret cull'd within the Year. 
Nobly he ſmother'd his unlawful fire, 

And Patriotiſm triumph'd o'er defire ! 

Yet ever when the roughneſs of the ways, 

Our holy Aſs to a falſe ſtep betrays, 

Ardent Dunois with kind officious care, 

And his right Arm, ſupports the warlike Fair 
While Joan, her left behind extended, preſs'd 
The virtuous Hero to her throbbing breaſt. 
Whence it arriv'd, that as they ſlowly went, 
Their Lips encounter'd oft ; but with intent 
To ſpeak more cloſely of what might relate 

To theirs, or to the Glory of the State. 


O beauteous Koniſmark ! *tis told by Fame“, 


That Swediſh Charles, the twelfth who bore the 


name, 
Victor o'er Kings, nay Love, by her report, 
Dreaded thy preſence at his brutal Court. 


Cupid, 


Aurora Koniſmark, miſtreſs to Auguſtus J. king of Poland, 


and mother of the celebrated Count de Saxe. 
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Cupid, he fear'd, might furniſh you with arms, 
Himſelf he knew, and ſhun'd thy dang'rous charms, 
But to preſs Joan, and ſtrong deſire reſtrain, 

Half ſtarv d amidſt abundance to abſtain, 

Is a completer victory o'er ſenſe, * 


And far a greater proof of abſtinence, 


Dunois reſembles Robert d*Arbriflelle \, 
Whoſe penance ſtrange, (as holy Legends tell,) 
Was with two Nuns to pals the live-long night, 
Nor from their blooming beauties taſte delight, 
But obſtinately cold, the charms deſpiſe, 

Of four firm Bubbies, and four fleſby Thighs ! 


At dawn, a gorgeous Palace ſtood in fight, | 
Of vaſt extent, the Walls of marble bright; 
A doric Porch, and lengthen'd Colonade, 2 


| Bore a Balcony of pure Jaſper made, 


Of Porc'lain rare the poliſh'd Baluſtrade! 
| Delighted, 


i Robert d Arbriſſelle, founder of the famous order of Fonte - 
rraud: he coverted in 1100, with one draft of his net, by a ſingle 
ſermon, all the women of pleaſure in the city of Rouen. He im- 
poſed on himſelf a new ſpecies of mortificarion, which was to paſs 
his nights between two young Nuns, and defy the devil, who pro- 
bably made him pay for his preſumption, He was an enemy to 


che Salic Law, and appointed a woman Abbe General over the 


Monks and Nuns of his Order. 
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Delighted, dazzled, our Knights-errant ſtood, * 
And deem'd the Gates of Paradiſe they view'd : l 
The Spaniel barks—when anſwering Trumpets found, 
And forty footmen inſtant crowd around, 

In doublets gay, with gold and filver bright ; 

They preſs officiouſly round either Knight, 
And beg the weary wanderers t' alight. _ 

In ſumptuous uniforms two Eſquires ſtand, 


Who thro? the Palace lead them by the hand; 


While blooming Nymphs the golden Baths prepare, 


And ample Breakfaſt ſerve, with modeſt care; 
Thence, laid on downy Beds, embroider'd o'er, 
Our Paladins, till night, like Heroes ſnore. 


The Lord and Maſter of this ſplendid Court, 
Worthy an Emperor's ſupreme reſort, 
Was from thoſe Genii ſprung, to whom *tis given, 
Jo range eternally thro” vaulted Heaven: 
Who, grac'd with pow'r and grandeur without end, 
Sometimes to human frailties condeſcend. 
The Sire etherial mingling ſeed divine 
With a young Nun of order Bernardine, 
Eflence ſublime thro? mortal fleſh infus'd, 
And thence was great Hermaphrodix produc'd ; _ 
| G A Neero- 
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A Necromancer ſkill'd, the worthy ſon, 
Of this bold Incubus, and bluſhing Nun. 
The day he perfected his fourteenth year, 
His tender Sire, deſcending from his ſphere, 
Spoke thus, My Son, to me you owe the light, 
* From Heav'n I'm come to bleſs my offspring's 
ſight. 
* Form ſome fond Vow, to crown your happinels, 
Speak but your Wiſh, that Wiſh you ſhall poſſeſs!” 
The Genii ſpoke and ſtill the Youth ſurvey'd ; 
Who thus, reſponſive to his Parent, ſaid: 
Father! thy race divine my boſom fires ! 
«© There center manifold and ſtrange defires ! 
„Let me then drink of Pleaſure's mingl'd bowl, 
« Satiate with mixt Voluptuouſneſs my Soul ; 
© Both Sexes ecſtaſy, ah! let me prove, 
« As Man and Woman, I would doubly Love! 
All night, Oh! form me ſoft and feminine, 
All day, of ſex and vigour maſculine !” C 
So be it !?—cry'd the Incubus divine. 
And from that hour, the ſtrange amphibious Creature, 
Enjoy'd the lewdneſs of a double Nature“. 
Thus 
* In the French edition of 1756, and almoſt all the others, this 


Genii is called Cenculix. 
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Thus Plato, once the confidant of Heav'n!, 
Recounts the favours to firſt mortals giv'n ; 

When hands divine could purer clay ſupply, 

And in perfection form'd Androgeni, 

Who join'd in one the tender Sex and ours, 

With ſelf-ſufficing means and ſupernatural Pow'rs ! 


To theſe Hermaphrodix was much ſuperior : 
Such ſolitary Joys how far inferior 
To thoſe that from participation flow, 
When two and two in ſweet conjunction go! 
His Courtiers ſtill the varying Sex approve, 
Now hail him Venus, now the God of Love; 
While blooming Maidens, and laſcivious Boys, 
Crown his diurnal and nocturnal Joys. 


Hermaphrodix, in an unlucky hour, 
Forgot to aſk a neceſſary Pow'r ; 
A Pow'r of operation moſt amazing, 
Whoſe abſence chang'd what ſhould be joy to 
teazing, 
The faſcinating Pow'r ! the art of Pleaſing ! 
G 2 Juſt 


: 
; 
) 


| According to / lito man was originally formed of both ſexes. 


Such Adam appeared to the devour Madame Bourignon and her 
confeſſor Abadie. 
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Juſt Heav'n to baffle his licentious plan, 

Form'd him more hideous than a Caliban. 

O'er female hearts his eyes no conqueſts made; 

In vain his prodigality diſplay'd 

The long Repaſt, by Ball and Concert clos'd ; 

In vain the am'rous ſonnet he compos'd ; 

For when by day to pleaſe the Fair he'd try, 

Or when at night his female vanity 

Wiſh'd to concede to ſome audacious Boy, 

Fate ſtill betray'd him, and curtail'd his joy: 

Nor ought return could his endearments gain, 

Than inſult and rebuff, diſguſt, diſdain. 

Thus was he forc'd in ſadneſs to confeſs, 

Grandeur ſufficeth not for Happineſs. 

„What!“ —he'd exclaim-—* ſhall ſome approv'd 
« Gallant, 

On each low Chamber-maid's warm boſom pant ; 

% Each Enſign to ſome blooming Sempſtreſs run, 

« Each flyer Monk careſs a ſiſter Nun; 

* Whilſt I, a Genii rich and ſovereign, 

« Am ſingly doom'd on this our round machine, 

With unparticipated flames to burn, 

& Nor ever meet a ſuitable return.” 


Then would he ſwear by the four Elements, 


He'd punifh ſuch ungrateful ſentiments ; 


Then 
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Then he'd reſolve to try a diff rent courſe, 

Whom kindneſs could not win ſhould yield by force; 
And dread examples, to the public eye, 

Mark male ingratitude, and female cruelty. 


All Gueſts with princely ſplendor he'd receive, 
And richeſt Preſents in profuſion gave : 
Leſs precious gifts grac*d Saba's tawny Queen *, 
Or fam'd Thaleſtris when in Perſia ſeen, 
Tho? mighty Monarchs in ſoft bondage glow'd; 
Than what Hermaphrodix' free hand beſtow'd 
On whoſo to his ſplendid Palace came, 
Each courteous Knight, and ev'ry gentle Dame. 
But he or ſhe who reſtive turn'd aſkance, 
And fail'd in any point of complaiſance, 
Or dar'd againſt his am'rous withes ſtrive, 
Was very certainly empal'd alive! 


Evening arriv'd, his Lordſhip now my Lady, 
Sent up to know if brave Dunois was ready : 
And ſtraightway pray'd the noble youth to come, 
And entertain her in her Dreſſing Room; 
While 


The Queen of Saba or Sheba viſited Solomon, and had a fon 
by him, who is undoubtedly the ſtock from whence proceeded all 
the Kings of Ethiopia ; as has been-proved. What became of the 
progeny of Alexander and Thal:flris is not known. 
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While Squires and Uſhers in attendance wait, 
That Joan, in Company, might ſup in ſtate. 
Dunois ſo handſome, all perfum'd and dreſs'd, 
To her Boudoir was led with anxious haſte ; 
Where ſuch a Supper his arrival waited, 

As Cleopatra, then with joys unſated, 

Did once to Rome's voluptuous ſons ſupply, 
To Cæſar young and bold, or drunken Antony. 
Or ſuch as I have in a Convent taſted, 

When with the victor Candidate I feaſted, 

To whom fat Monks rich delicacies bring 
When firſt elected Clervaux's tonſur'd King. 
Or ſuch again, as high in ſpacious Heav'n, 

By the Olympian Thunderer were giv'n, 
(Truſt we or Father Homer, Heſiod, Ovid, 
Plato or Orpheus, who all tell us of it,) 

Juno from home, to lovely Semels, . 

To Iſis, Europa, or Danae : 

Where ſoft Thalia, bleſt Euphroſinẽ, 

And Eglé fair, ambroſial covers lay: 


(Theſe, above ſtairs were call'd, you know, the Graces, 

Of whom our Pedants follow ill the traces, ) 

Where youthful Hebe the rich Nectar pours, 

With him the Eagle rear'd *midſt Ida's bow'rs *, 
Stol'n 


® Ganymede. 
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Stol'n from the founder of ill-fated Troy, 
To prove his mighty Maſter's ſecret joy. 
Madam Hermaphrodix, | ſay again, 
Gave ſuch a ſupper betwixt nine and ten. 


Her Ladyſhip was deck'd in full parade, 
Unnumber'd Diamonds overcharg'd her head ; 
Her yellow Neck, and Arms of ſkin and bone, 
Circled by necklaces and bracelets ſhone. - 
Adorn'd with precious Pearls and Rubies bright, 
She ſeem'd more hideous to the Hero's ſight. 
She gently preſs'd his hand, the Supper o'er— 
He trembled now, who ne'er knew fear before! 
Tho? ever courteous, he in vain prepares 
To pay with kind return his Hoſteſs* cares; 

And when her frightful figure caught his view, 
He'd ſay, *Tis what in Honour I ſhould do!“ 
Yet nothing could—the Braveſt in ſuch caſe, 
May ſometimes ſuffer ſimilar diſgrace ! 
Hermaphrodix, altho* *rwas not her faſhion, 
For poor Dunois felt ſomething like compaſſion : 
In ſecret ſhe confels'd a ſtrange delight, | 

At the great efforts af the cheerleſs Knight: 
Nor was he doom'd without reprieve to bleed, 


The will, this once, was taken for the Deed ! 


40 Go, 
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Go, Sir!” —ſhe cry'd, © in ſpight of this denial, 
** To-morrow you ſhall have another trial. 

Let not reſpect your am'rous wiſhes fetter, 

he ready, Knight, to do your duty better!“ 


Day's Harbinger, in robes of ſaffron dreſs'd, 
With roſeate fingers op'd the golden Eaſt. 
The Fates, you know, did to this hour affix, 
The male mutation of Hermaphrodix. 
Burning with new defires he ſought the bed, 


Where tranquilly repos'd our doughty Maid; 


Drew back the curtains, and abruptly preſs'd, 
With hand impertinent, her heaving breaſt ; 
Would burning Kiſſes to her Lips apply, 

And thus attack celeſtial Modeſty ; 

While the vain efforts he eſſay'd to pleaſe, 
The horrors of his hideous form encreaſe. 
Joan fir'd with Chriſtian rage, occaſion watch'd, 
And with a nervous arm a blow detach'd, 
Sudden and ſtrong, that left a ſable mark, 

Of her clench'd filt, upon his viſage dark. 

An Aſfs's am'rous Colt, thus have I ſeen, 

On my enamel'd Lawns, or Paſtures green, 
Near ſome ſwift Mare expreſs his rude delight, 
9 


Proud of her dappled ſkin, and paſterns light 
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When ſtrongly luſting for her gloſſy croup, 

No more his ears in {laggiſh languor droop, 

But rous'd by promis'd Joys, erectly prick, 
Till ſhe reproves his folly with a kick. 

Our Heroine too much of paſſion ſhew'd ; 

To her kind Hoſt ſhe greater deference ow'd.— 
I feel for Modeſty warm intereſt, 

That virtue ne'er was baniſh'd from my breaſt. 
Yet when a Prince, or Geni, full of fire, 

For Ladies favours marks a ſtrong defire ; 
When his ſwol'n boſom with fond wiſhes glows, 
*Tis hard to recompence ſuch warmth with blows. 
Our Necromancer, tho? the uglieſt brute, 

Ne'er met a maid dar'd thus his will diſpute. 

He calls—his Pages hurry at the ſound, 

Guards and Familiars crowd for orders round; 1. 
One whiſper'd ſlyly, that from what he ſaw, 
Joan was not quite ſo cruel to Dunois. 

O Calumny, envenom'd bane of Courts ! 


” 
ann 44% „„ as 


Malicious Scandal, Slander, falſe Reports, 
Why will ye traverſe ſtill fond Lover's bliſs, 
Serpents accurs'd, muſt ye for ever hiſs ? 


The Tyrant doubly outrag'd, would aſſuage = | 
With ſudden vengeance his well-founded rage. | 
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This ſtern command the fatal ſentence ſeal'd, 

«© Seize them, ye Slaves, and be they ſtraight em- 
« pal'd.” 

His words their Law, the ready Guards prepare, 

The Implements of Death, with horrid care. 

Joan and Dunois, the flow'r of Chivalry, 

Are thus condemn'd in Life's gay ſpring to die. 

Naked and bound the charming Youth they take, 

Shortly to ſeat him on a pointed Stake. 

The profane Troop, without a moment loſt, 

Lead Joan ſo fiery to the fatal Poſt : 

Her tempting charms, and one o'erhaſty blow, 

To expiate by infamy and woe. 

Grim Executioners with ghaſtly ſtare, 

Stripp'd off her ſhift and flog'd the naked Fair: 

While great Dunois, ſubmiſſive to their pow'r, 

Waited in ſilent grief his lateſt hour. 

Yet ever and anon his proud regards, 

Fill'd with aſtoniſhment his frighted guards; 

While the ſtern glances of his ſteadfaſt eye, 

Proclaim'd an Hero who could death defy. 

But when Dunois beheld the Pride of France, 

Avengereſs of its Lillies, thus advance, 

And death prepar'd for her his foul ador'd, 

Then Fortune's fickleneſs he firſt deplor'd. 


His 


CANTO 1V. 107 


His eyes ſurvey'd the graces of the fair, 

And while theſe Men of Death the ſtake prepare, 
He wept, to ſee her like a Victim led, 

Who for his own wrongs never tear had ſhed ! 


Not leſs ſuſceptible to what ſhe ſaw, 
The Maid, to fear impervious, on Dunois 
Gaz'd languiſhingly, and for him alone, 
Sighs heav'd the Boſom of imperious Joan. 
Their blooming youth, their beauty, nakedneſs, 
*Spight of their will, awoke their tenderneſs. 
A Flame ſo conſtant, ſo diſcreet, ſo brave, 
But blaz'd upon the borders of the Grave; 
Yet kindled Jealouſy within the breaſt, 
Of the revengeful ſtrange amphibious Beaſt ; 
Who now the dreadful Signal gave, that ſeal'd 
Their final Fate, He bade them be empal'd ! 


Sudden a voice like Thunder ſhook the air, 
„ Forbear, baſe Executioners, forbear!“ 
The cruel Lictors, turning at the ſound, 
A jolly Churchman in the portal found, 
Whoſe cowl and frock, his girdle, ſandal'd ſhoone, 
Announc'd the rev'rend Friar Griſbourdon. 
As 
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As in yon ſhadowy Foreſt's ſpacious bound, 

With noſtrils exquifite the deep-tongu'd hound 
The recent ſcent of ſome proud Stag inhales, 

And ſweeps the Lawns, and ſnuffs the fragrant Gales, 
Chaſing him long thro' many a mazy wind, 

Led by th' inſidious Odour left behind; 

Not crofling Herds the ſtaunch Purſuer foil, 

Vain to the Stag are brakes, in vain he takes the ſoil. 
Juſt fo, Saint Francis's adopted Son, 

Had, on the traces of our Heroine run ; 

And the? the lazy Muleteer might droop, 

The Monk, more reſolute, would nc'er give up. 


Arriv'd he cried, © O! great Hermaphrodix, 
«© I now conjure you by the waves of Styx, 
c By the bold Incubus your worthy Father, 
4 And by the Plalter of the Nun your Mother, 
C Oh! ſave the object of my tender trouble, 
* I'm here, behold me ready to pay double. 
& Tf this bold Warrior or redoubted Maid, 
Have fail'd in the reſpect they ſhould have paid, 
Or in ought elſe deſerv'd your indignation, 


„ PI now redeem them gn my reputation, 
* Behold 


CANTO IV. 109 


4 Behold this famous Mule ſo worthy me, 
He's made for you, and henceforth your's ſhall 
ce be, | 
% He'll match your Excellency to a T. 
If he don't pleaſe you, you may call me fool; 
* You'll ſay facetiouſly, like Monk like Mule; 
* Send then this huffing Trooper to the Wars, 
* And we'll keep Joan, to ſooth our mutual cares!” 


While thus the Monk prefer'd his lewd petition, 
Joan ſhudd”ring heard the horrid propoſition. 
The grand Deſigns that in her boſom move, 
Her ſentiments of fealty and love, 
And Virgin Flow'r, with which the ne'er would part, 
Than Lite were ever dearer to her heart. 
Grace work'd beſides, —Grace eminently giv'n, 
That gift ſupreme of all- diſpoſing Heav'n, 
Even againſt Dunois could operate. 
She wept, —and bluſhing at her naked ſtate, 
Would ſhut her eyes, at iatervals between, 
And ſeeing nothing, thought herſelf unſeen. 


Deſpair meantime o'erpow'r'd Dunois ſo brave, 
« What!” he exclaim'd, * ſhall this uncloiſter'd 
&© Knave, | 


« Aſſiſted 
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4 Aſſiſted by his impious arts alone, 

* Ruin my Country, and poſſeſs my Joan? 
When I, condemn'd unheard of ills to prove, 
“In modeſt ſilence hid till now my Love!“ 


The Genii pacify'd, with patience heard 
The Monk's requeſt, in ſuch good time prefer'd ; 
Whoſe free diſcourſe, at once diſcreet and civil, 
Averts his purpoſe from projected evil. 
« To your demand, he cry'd, I acquieſce ; 
«© Be with your Mule to-night in readineſs. 
© This recreant Pair no farther PII purſue, 
«© But cede my right, and yield them up to you.“ 


Our Friar, of Order Gray, the ſtaff poſſeſs'd, 
On which the ſhepherd Jacob us'd to reſt ® ; 


And on his finger wore the precious Ring 
Of Solomon the wiſe, Judea's king. 


He 


Our Conjurors have poſſeſſion of Jacol's ſtaff, and our Magi- 
cians preſerve the books of Solomon, entitled, The Ring and the 
Clavicle. Jannet and Mambres were the names of two Privy 
Counſellors and Sorcerers at Pharaoh or Fharaon's Court, who 
performed prodigies in competition with M:/es. The name of the 
Witch of Endor, who raiſed the Ghoſt of Samuel, is not known : 


but none of us queſtion what a Ghoſt is, or that this woman had 
the Pythoniſſian ſpirit. 
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CANTO IV. : 111 


He had beſides, the two enchanted Wands 

Jannes and Mambres carry'd in their hands, 

When conjuring for mighty Pharaon; 

And eke the Broom the good Witch rode upon, 

At Endor once, when from the vaſty deep, 

She rais'd a Ghoſt, to give raſh Saul a peep. 

Our Monk, who much as any of them knew, 

Firſt with his ſlender wand a circle drew, 

Then backwards o'er his beaſt ſome aſhes threw ; 

Repeating words with magic meaning fraught, 

By Zoroaſter to the Perſians taught“. 

Theſe myſtic Words, pronounc'd with voice of 
Thunder, 

(O pow'r ſupreme O unexpected Wonder!) 

Our Mule erect ſtands upright on the ground, 

His oblong Head aſſumes a viſage round, 

His briſtling Mane deſcends in ſilken hairs, 

And underneath his bonnet ſhrink his ears !— 

Nebuchadnezar thus, by Pride betray'd *, 

Who long thro' wild Chaldean foreſts ſtray'd, 


Sev'n 


P Zoroa/ler, whoſe real name was Zerdufl, was a great Magi- 
cian. So was Albert the Great, ſo was Roger Bacon, and the re- 
verend father Griſbourdon. „ 

* Nebucad Nezar, Nabuchodonoſor ſon of Nabo-Polaſſar king of 
Chaldea, beſieged Jeruſalem, took it, loaded Joachim king of Juda with 


irons, 


— —— — — — 
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Sev'n years an Ox, and ſev'n years fed on graſs, 
Re-became Man, and nought the better was ! 


From the blue ſummit of the vaulted ſky, 
Denis regarded with a parent's eye, | 
The 


irons, and ſent him priſoner to Babylon, in the year of the world 
3429. Nebucadnezar dreamt a dream and forgot it. Neither 
the Magicians, Aſtrologers or Sages being able to gueſs what it 
was, Arioch, Captain of the Guards, had orders to put them to 
death: young Daniel gueſſed the dream and interpreted it. The 
dream was of a great Image, &. Sometime after, Nebuchadnezar 
erected a Coloſſal ſtatue of pure gold, threeſcore cubits high and 
ſix in breadth : he obliged all his people aſſembled to worſhip this 
golden Image to the ſound of the corner, flute, harp, ſackbut and 
pſaltery. When Shadrach, Mecſbach and Abed-nego, three young 
Hebrews and friends of Daniel, refuſed to adore it, the king had 
them caſt into a furnace, heated ſeven times more than uſual, out 
of which they walked ſafe and ſound. Nebuchadnezar dreamed 
again: he ſaw a tree large and ſtrong, its ſummit reached the 
ſkies, and the birds inhabited its branches, A faint at length de- 
ſcended and cried, Hew down the Tree, and cut off his branches. 
Daniel likewiſe interpreted this dream: he foretold the King he 
ſhould be an outcaſt from among men; that for ſeven. years he 
ſhould dwell with the beaſts of the field ; that he ſhould eat graſs 
like an Ox, till his hair ſhould become like the Eagle's, - and his 
nails like the talons of birds : all which came to paſs. Tertullian 
and Saint Auguſiin tell us that Nebuchadnezar imagined him- 
ſelf an Ox, from the effects of a diſorder called Iycanthropia. 
At the end of ſeven years he recovered his reaſon and remounted 
his throne, He lived but one year after his re-eſtabliſhment, but 
that he employed ſo well that St. Auguſtin, St. Jeromy, St. Epi- 
pbany, Theodoret, Ic. all quoted by Pererius, have no doubt of 
his ſalvation. 


CANTO IV. 113 


The piteous ſtate of our afflicted Joan; 
And willingly had to her ſuccour gone, 
But was himſelf in ſtrange embarraſſment 
For Denis, by his late profeſs'd intent 
Of ſowing miſchief midſt the Britiſh Bands, 
Had drawn a grievous buſineſs on his hands. 
Old England's doughty Patron, great Saint George“, 
Againſt Saiat Denis brought a heavy charge, 
Of having without orders gone too far, 
And, without notice, *gainſt his Friends made war, 
Midſt rival Saints was here a mighty pother, 
High words enſu'd, as one brought on another, 
A Britiſh Saint has in his character 
A certain ſomething, harſh and inſular, 
We all are mark'd by manners national, 
And long retain a cant profeſſional, 
H When 


We muſt not confound George, the Patron of England and of 
the Order of the Garter, with Saint George the Monk, put to 
death for exciting the people to revolt againſt the emperor Zeno. 
Our Saint George was a Cappadocian, a Colonel in Diocleſian's ſer- 
vice, and ſuffered martyrdom, we are told, at a town in Perſia, 
named Dioſpolis. As there is no town of that name in Perſia, it 
was afterwards ſaid to be at Mytilene, in Armenia: unfortunately 
Mytilene can no more be found in Armenia than Dioſpolis in 
Perſia. It is however certain, that George was a Colonel of Ca- 
valry, ſince he took his Charger with him to Paradiſe, 
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All is not pure—we yield our Betters ſport, 


When our good Souls to Paradiſe reſort, 
Provincial habits are retain'd at Court, 


Reader, tis time I ſtop a little here, 
Since I muſt furniſh out a long career. 
My breath is ſhort, yet would I fain content 


' Thoſe who are anxious for the great event 


That ſoon takes place; tell where our Monarch tra- 
vell'd; 

And what and who this tangled Skein unravell'd; 

What Joan perform'd, and what Dunois befel; 

What paſs'd, in ſhort, in Heav'n, on Earth, in Hell. 


END OF THE FOURTH CANTO, 


With looſe Companions wand'ring up and down; | 


CANTO THE FIFTH. 


The Cordelier Griſbourdon, who attempted to raviſh 
Joan, goes to Hell, and recounts his Adventure to 1 
the Devils / ' 


O WORTHY friends! let us amend our lives ! 
"Tis the beſt ſcheme, believe me, to purſue. 

For ſoon or late the heavy Hour arrives, 

When we with ſorrow, ill ſpent Youth review. 
When I was young, I was an idle Urchin, 


Who oft at Revels, never once a Church in, 1 
Still ſupp'd and ſlept with Women of the Town. | 
Giv'n up to idle Luſts, theſe Sparks ſo blithe, 
Made ſport of honeſt Folk, devout and holy; ; 
What the reſult ? Grim Death with fatal Scythe, 
Cut ſhort their Reparties ſo gay and jolly. 

H 2 The 
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The ardent Fever, ruthleſs Child of Styx, 
Handmaid of Atropos, aſcendant gains; 

Nor can the Leach her march unequal fix, 

Till mounting ſhe diſtraQs their feeble brains. 

By the Bedſide, a Notary and Nurſe, 

Preſent them to the Patient's weak regard ; 

Tell him, he's fadly alter'd for the worſe, 

And aſk him, © where he'd chuſe to be interr'd ?” 
Now ſorrowful repentance comes full late, 

The ſad attendant on a dying Bed; 

Whilſt one invokes Saint Martin to his aid, 

And one Saint Roche, and one St. Winnifred. 
Now Pſalms are ſung, and Latin's mumbled o'er, 
But Litanies and Latin both are vain ; 

And Holy Water now avails no more, 

Death comes at laſt to end the Patient's pain. 

At the Bed's head, the cowering Prince of Hell, 
Waits, open fang'd, till ſoul from Body ſtrays, 
Clutches his prey, then down where Demons dwell, 
Hurries, to plunge it in th* eternal blaze! 


Full time it is, I ſhould my Reader ſhew, 
How Satan, ſov'reign of the realms below ?, 
Bade 
2 Satan is a Chaldaic word, which anſwers nearly to the 


Zrimanius of the Perſians; the Typhon of the Egyptians ; the 
Greek 


CANTO V. 147 


Bade all his Vaſſals round his Throne reſort; 
"Twas Carnival at his Infernal Court. 

Acceſſion great as ever did to Hell come, 

Was juſt arriv'd, and Demons drank a welcome 
To a late Pope, a Cardinal of worth, 

A warlike Ruler of the frozen North, 

Three rev'rend Prelates, fourteen jolly Priors, 
A Judge, two Generals, and twenty Friars : 

All freſh come down to viſit ſhades infernal, 
Preferr'd to Furnaces and Flames eternal. 


Now the horn'd Monarch of the ſooty flock, 
Amidſt his Peers would Stygian mirth provoke ; 
Some, boiling draughts of Hell-brew'd Nectar booz'd, 
And tipſy ſome, the drunken ſtrain confus'd. 

Soon loud vociferations ſtrike the ear ; 

* Welcome,” (the Porch reſounds) © thrice welcome 
here! 

* Behold, ye Fiends, our mighty Emiſſary 

+ Deſcends with kindred Demons to make merry. 

Welcome great Griſbourdon our ally tried, 

Come in, and warm yourſelf by our fire- ſide; 


«© Fam'd 


Greek Pluto, and our Devil. We are the only people who repre. 


ſent him with Horns, [See the reverend father Tambourini, in 
his ch Vol. De forma Diaboli. 
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« Fam'd Griſbourdon ! Apoſtle of Perdition ! 

« Well have you throve in Lucifer's commiſſion ; 
© Lov'd Son, whom Satanas with pride muſt own, 
« Thrice welcome, rev'rend Friar Griſbourdon !”? 
Then was he hugg'd, careſs'd, and kiſs'd by all, 
And led triumphant to the feſtive Hall. 


Satan aroſe, and cry'd, O Son moſt dear! 
„ Thou full perfection of a Cordelier, 5 
So ſoon, I did not wiſh to ſee thee here! 
* Who taught, like thee, our rudiments preliminary? 
France was thro* thee, my ample Seminary ! 
Without thy aid, what plan on Earth purſue ? 
My Hopes there fink, no more upheld by you! 
« But, the ſtern will of Deſtiny be done! 
Sit on my right, and drink about, my Son!“ 


The Cordelier, with holy horror kneels, 
Kiſſes the Gaffs on his great Maſter's heels; 
Then riſing ſorrowfully, caſts his ſight, 

O'er the dire regions of eternal Night; 

The ſeat of Death, in all conſuming fire, 
Of Sin, of Torments, and revengeful Ire; 
Where the foul Spirit was in anger hurl'd, 
Abyſs immenſe that ſwallows up the World; 


Deep 
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CANTO V. 119 


Deep grave that holds Antiquity ſo wile, 

Where Wit, Love, Honour, Youth, and Beauty lies ; 
With crowds innumerable trapp'd in evil, 

Children of Light, created for the Devil. 


You know, kind Reader, in the flames of Hell, 
The beſt of Kings with the worſt Tyrants dwell. 
Aurelius there, there Antonine we place, 

And Trajan, model of each princely grace; 
Soft Titus, fav'rite of the univerſe, 

And Cato, ſcourge of ev'ry thing perverſe ; 
Scipio, who well againſt temptation ſtrove, 

Who conquer'd Carthage, and who conquer'd Love. 
There you too broil, O Plato! learn'd and wiſe, 
With Cicero whoſe eloquence we prize ; 

Homer divine, and Socrates the ſage, 

Wiſeſt of men, in wiſdom's brighteſt age; 
Martyr of God, in prophane Greece he fell, 
And went with Ariſtides juſt, to hell; 

Where virtuous Solon clos'd the ſad proceſſion ; 


All damn'd, becauſe they died without Confeſſion ! 


But greater far was Griſbourdon's ſurpriſe, 
When midſt the flaming gulph he caſt his eyes 
On Kings and Saints, who grac'd a former age, 
Renown'd in Legends, and th' hiſtoric page. 


The - 
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The firſt he ſaw was Clovis our good king b| 
Start not, O Reader, for the truth I ſing. 

Much may you maryel, that a King ſo wiſe, 

Who pointed out the Path of Paradiſe 

To all his Subjects, ſhould forſake the road, 

Nor ſee the great ſalvation he-beſtow'd. 

Who'd think the firſt of Chriſtian Kings ſhould die, 
Damn'd like a Pagan to Eternity ? 

But my kind Reader muſt be well appriz d, 

That Waters of ſalvation ne'er ſuffic'd, 

For full ablution of an Heart unſound. 

Now Clovis in a ſea of errors drown'd, 

Was bloody-minded, cruel, and ſevere, 

Nor could Saint Remi's unabated care, 

From ways of wickedneſs ſucceed to win 

This King of Franks, all gangren'd o'er with Sin. 


Amid'ſt Grandees, and Sov'reigns of this World, 
Promiſcuouſly into darkneſs hurl'd, 
Fam'd Conſtantine the Monk in gray deſcry'd, 
And thus exclaim'd, with wonder petrify'd: 


* Rigour 


b We may regard the damnation of Clovis, and ſo many others, 
as a poetic ſiction; yet, morally ſpeaking, Clovis may have been 
puniſhed for having aſſaſſinated ſo many neighbouring Princes, anc 
having had ſo many of his relations murdered ; which was not. 
we muſt own, the moſt Chriſtian conduct. 
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% Rigour of Fate !—can holy Mother Church, 

4 Leave her heroic Founder in the lurch? 

&* Is he who drove falſe Gods from Earth pell-mell, 
5 Impriſon'd here, along with them in Hell?” 


In words like theſe ſoon Conſtantine reply'd*. 
* True! Pagan Images I caſt afide! 
© On ruin'd Fanes, by my command o'erturn'd, 
My Incenſe to the God of Nature burn'd. 
«© But whilſt I feign'd his greatneſs to purſue, 
© Twas ever with a mean and ſordid view! 
* I ugd his Altars, I now freely own, 
«© As ſteps to mount on mighty Cæſar's throne. 
Ambition, Rage, and Pleaſures, madly felt, 
* Theſe were my Gods, to theſe, alone, I knelt. 
While chriſtian blood and treaſure freely pour'd, 
* Cemented Fortune, and my State ſecur'd. 
© Jealous of pow'r ſo priz'd, with impious hate, 
My Conſort's Parent did I immolate. 
Sunk in Debauch, with hands embrew'd in blood, 
No ſacred tie, my vicious rage withſtood. 


& From 


© Conflantine deprived of life. his Father-in-law, his Brother- 
in-law, his Nephew, his Wife, and his Son; and was the moſt 
ambitious, the vaineſt, and moſt voluptuous of men, but an excel - 
= lent catholic: he died an Arian ; and baptized by an Arian Biſhop. 


FO 
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= FromLore and Jealouſy's tormenting ſtrife, 
My Infant periſh'd, and my injur'd Wife. 

* Ceaſe wonder, Monk, nor yet my fate deplore, 
„ Tho', like thyſelf, I'm damn'd for evermore!“ 


The various ſecrets of theſe realms of Night, 

Much marvel in the rev'rend Monk excite. 
Still he encounter'd ſtore of pious Preachers, 
Rich Prelates, Caſuiſts, and learned Teachers, 
Grave Monks of Spain, gay Nuns of Italy, 
Confeſſors who attend when Monarchs die, 
And thoſe who piouſly young Beauties guide ; 
They all knew Paradiſe before they died. 
The peering Monk, near a receſs far back, 
In party colour'd habit, white and black, 
Eſpy'd a Figure of monaſtic air, 
The Frock and Cowl he wore, and ſhort his hair ; 
Our Cordelier, with a malicious grin, 

Said to himſelf, this is ſome Jacobin (.“ 
Then ſudden to the pie-bald Sprite drew near, 
And aſk'd his name with a ſarcaſtic ſneer. 

18 The Shade in mournful accent made reply, 

[ | &« Alas! my ſon, Saint Dominick am I“!“ 

| | At 
4 The Cordeliers have ever been enemies of the Dominicans. 


The author here ſeems only to jeſt. —Yet this Guſman, whom 
we call Dominici, was in reality a perſecutor. It is certain thoſe 
Languedocians, 


CANTO V. 123 


At this ſo auguſt Name, you had beheld, 
Aſtoniſh'd Griſbourdon ſhrink back appall'd. 
He croſs'd himſelf, nor yet believing, cried, 
* Muſt ſuch a Saint, in theſe dark realms refide ? 
« And is this zealous Man, our faith's defender, 
In Hell, like an heretical Offender ? 
« Can Grace ſo ſadly inefficient prove? 
Poor Mortals! how ye are deceiv'd above! 
* Go, go,—continue your Proceſſions quaint, 
* And ſing your Litanies to ev'ry Saint!“ 


The ſullen Don, in white and black array'd, 
In tones attun'd to woe, this anſwer made : 
No more the vanities of Man diſculs, 
* What are his errors or his crimes to us? 
* How tantalizing our too cruel lot ; 
„ Plagu'd where we are, tho'prais'd where we are not. 
«© Chapels ariſe, and Lamps are fed with oil, 
* To thoſe who ſadly here on Gridiron's broil; 
While ſome the World condemn to pains infernal, 
* Are candidates in Heav'n for Life eternal! 


& For 


Languedocians, called Albigois, were faithful and loyal ſubjeQs, 
and that, on account of their Religious Opinions, they ſuffered all 
the horrors of a moſt barbarous War. Nothing can be more atro- 
cious than to exterminate by fire and ſword * Prince and his 
People for differing from us in matters of opinion. 
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« For me, I ſuffer by a moſt juſt Law, 

For perſecuting the poor Albigois: 

« My Miſſion to convert, not to condemn, 

ce Pm roaſted here, for having roaſted them!“ 


Had I an Iron Tongue, *twould not ſuffice, 
T' enumerate th' infernal Myſteries ; 

Nor could I to my gentle Reader tell, 

The multitude of Saints were met in Hell! 


When the black cohort of the ſons of woe, 
Had done the honours of theſe Realms below, 
In this requeſt they eagerly united, 
& Dear Griſbourdon,” thus was the Monk invited, 
Tell, tell what led you to untimely end, 
© Recount the dreadful accident, good Friend; 
Say, how you quit the glimpſes of the Moon, 
e What ſent us down your ſturdy ſoul ſo ſoon ?” 
* Good Sirs, your will,” he anſwer'd, © I'll obey, 
«© And my ſtrange miſadventure ſtraight diſplay, 


4 But if what I recount excites ſurpriſe, 
« Oh! let me ſtill find favour in your eyes; 
“Since, when we're dead we deal no more in Lies 


« Your true Apoſtle long on Earth I liy'd : 
„ And now, in honour of the Frock, atchiev'd 
A Feat 
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« A Feat of Gallantry ſurpaſſing all 

«© Monk &er perform'd without the Convent Wall. 
«© Now did my Muleteer in prowels ſhine, 

«© O Man of Parts! O Rival moſt condign*! 
Thou did'ſt not need th* incentive pow'r of Beauty, 
«© But paſt the Geni's hopes perform'd thy duty! 
« Myſelf too, without vanity be t ſaid, 

« A prodigality of Zeal diſplay'd ! 

& Now did Hermaphrodix quite raviſh'd, own 

«© She was for once content—and gave up Joan: 

* Now doughty Joan, Joan ne'er before diſmay'd, 
«© Full ſoon had loſt the auguſt name of Maid: 
For now the Fair-one ſtruggl'd in my arms, 

6 The Muleteer held down her reſtiff charms ; 
The Necromafticer giggled at the fight— 

* But can you credit facts which I recite? | 
« The air it open'd, and from realms of light 

& Call'd Heav'n, (a place where neither you nor I 
„ Shall never go,—you know the reaſon why!) 
I ſaw deſcending, O moſt fatal ſtroke! 

The long ear'd Beaſt that once to Balaim ſpoke, 
When Balaim bold would e' er the Mountain paſs ; 
4 O direful Meſſenger, terrific Aſs ! 


« Avelvet 


f Cendign, from the Latin condignur. This word is uſed by the 
authors of the ſixteenth Century. 
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« A velvet ſaddle on his back he bore, 

* And from the ſaddle bow, hanging before 

« Suſpended, was a trenchant Sabre ſeen, 

With ample blade, and either edge moſt keen; 
* Two wings upon his ſhoulders were combin'd, 
With which he flew, and far outſtripp'd the wind.“ 


When Joanperceiv*d what thus had come to paſs, 
« Prais'd be the Lord,” ſhe cry d, behold my Aſs!” 
At theſe her words, I ſhrunk benumb'd with fear 
« The long ear d Animal in haſte drew near, 
« And bent before Dunois on ſuppliant knee, 
« As if he wiſh'd to ſay,” © pray mount on me.“ 
* Dunois beſtrode him, and the beaſt diſplay'd 
% His Wings, and ſoar'd in circles over head. 
The hov'ring Hero ſeiz'd the Falcheon bright, 
And ſtoop'd t'wards wretched me with rapid flight. 
5 Taſt as, tis ſaid, O Satan, my liege Lord! 
When with Omnipotence you vainly war'd *, 
« You ſaw th* Archangel ſtoop, to whom twas giv'n, 
6 To caſtigate the filly Foes of Heav'n. 


In ſelf-defence to ſtratagem reduc'd, 
«* My Magick Art an inſtant change produc'd. 


The 

This war is only mentioned in the Apochryphal Book of 
Enoch: it is not ſpoken of in any other Jewiſh Record. Our Au- 
thor is right, that Michael was chief of the celeſtial army; but the 


leader of the fallen Angels was not Satan, but Semexiah, Slight. 


inadvertancies may be overlooked in a long Poem. 
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« The heavy Brows, and ſelf-ſufficient pride 
© That mark'd the Cordelier, I caſt aſide: 


Aſſum'd the charming form, and bluſhing air, 


Of a young Damſel, gentle, freſh, and fair. 
Bright auburn Treſſes my ſoft boſom grac'd, 
And ſtray'd in ringlets o'er my ſnowy breaſt ; 
Whoſe ſwelling charms, a thinly textur'd Veil 
«© Of ſubtle Gauze, did partially conceal, 
Full well in Female guiſe I play'd my part, 

«© For I was perfect in the Sex's art. 

„I could compoſe each Feature of my Face, 

«© And my Eye ſparkl'd with ingenuous grace. 
That air of Frankneſs on my will awaited, 
That ſurely pleas'd, and ſtill more ſurely cheated. 
* Tho' my exterior ſuch fair varniſh ſhew'd, 

A certain languor ſo voluptuous, glow'd 
With ſuch enticing warmth, thro” ev*ry part, 
« It muſt have ſoften'd the moſt ſavage heart. 

I could have ta'en the wary by ſurpriſe, 
And have ſeduc'd to folly the moſt wiſe, 

« Since all was mine that might enſure ſucceſs, 
« Thus doubly arm'd with Beauty and Fineſſe. 
I was compell'd their fulleſt force to try, 

Or periſh elſe.— The Paladin on high, 


« Flouriſh'd 


p of - Y 6, 
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% Flouriſh'd around his dreadful Braquemart *; 
And aim'd a blow that fought my beating Heart. 
* Poor Griſbourdon with fear ſtood petrify'd ! 
When great Dunois my tempting beauty ſpy'd, 
* And held his hand, delighted and amaz'd : 
* The Man who on the head of Gorgon gaz'd, 
* Moulted to ſtone, by tranſmutation ſtrange ; 
* But Dunois felt a very diff” rent change. 
* His Soul was made a Pris'ner thro' his Eyes, 
* I ſaw him drop his Sabre in ſurpriſe ; 
I ſaw my charms produce their full effect, 
* He burn'd with paſſion, temper'd by reſpect. 
I thought I muſt infallibly prevail; 
* But hear the ſequel of my ſorry tale. 
«© The Muleteer, who held within his arms, 
&« ur robuſt Joan, and rudely preſs'd her charms ; 
© Beholding ny ſoft elegance of frame, 
4 gRBurn'd on a ſudden with a novel flame. 
6 Alas! I never had the leaſt ſuſpicion 
« He coveted ſuch delicate fruition ! 
« Nor did I think a foul fo groſs would try 
« The dang'rous mazes of Inconſtancy ! 
« He loos'd the Fair who ſtruggl'd in his Arms, 
& He quitted Joan's, for my pernicious Charms. 
« Joan, 
An ancient word, which ſignifies a Scimitar, or ſhort ſword. 
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& Joan, ſcarce at liberty, the Sabre ſaw, 

&* So lately dropt on Earth, by great Dunois ; 

„ She caught the Scimitar with ready hand, 

“ She brandiſh'd high in Air the glitt'ring brand, 
« And at the moment that our ruſtic Blade, 

4 For me abandon'd the imperious Maid, 

« She ſeiz d my flowing hair with juſt diſdain, . 

& And with a back ſtroke, cleft my neck in twain! 
« Since then, it was impoſſible to hear, 

« Of cruel Joan, or of the Muleteer : | 

„Or how Dunois with his wing'd Aſs prevail'd, 
I pray to God, they may be both empal'd ! 
And that juſt Heav'n, ſtill prompt to puniſh Evil, 
« May ſend them headlong to our Lord, the Devil!“ 
Thus ſpoke the Monk, concluding angrily, + 
Whilſt Hell applauding, laugh'd full heartily. 


END OF THE FIFTH CANTO, 


CANTO THE SIXTH. 


Agnes SorePs Adventure with Monroſe. The Temple 
of Fame. Misfortunes of Dorothea. 


Ler us quit Hell! quit the Abyſs impure ! 
Leave Griſbourdon with Lucifer to burn : 
Wing to the realms of day our flight ſecure, 
And to the buſy ſcenes on Earth return 
This World's another Hell !—I do not rave, 
For Innocence, alas! is till belied : 

The honeſt Man, diſhonour'd by the Knave, 
Mourns o'er talents ſcorn'd, and worth decried. 
Virtue is led—mean Craft uſurps her name, 
Vaunted alike, and prais'd as erſt ſhe was; 
Blind Bigotry attacks the Sages fame, 
Arming weak Zealots to ſupport its Laws, 


And 


PR 
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And Intereſt, vile monarch of the crowd, 

For whom both Peace and War alternate turn, 
Penſively counting o'er his glitt'ring load, 
Bids guilty wealth, at honeſt weakneſs ſpurn. 
Poor caitiff Mortals, tell me, are ye mad, 
With horrid crimes your Conſciences to ſully; 
So deeply culpable, and yet ſo ſad; 

O! be more reaſonable in your folly! 

Ev'n in your errors ſeek the golden mean, 
Nor joyleſs, let youth's morning glide away; 
Since damn'd ye muſt be, be not damn'd in vain, 
But in your failings taſte and choice diſplay. 


Agnes Sorel, this principle purſu'd, 
And Love excepted, had no faults to rue; 
I can forgive her—and think l'm endued 
With preſcience to believe Ged did fo too! 
All Saints are not pure Virgins tis agreed, 
And Penance heals the fins of Adam's ſeed. 


When Joan of Arc her chaſtity ſecur'd, 
And with the edge of her celeſtial ſword 


| Sever'd from Griſbourdon his tonſur'd pate; 


Her flying Aſs, ſo tractable of late, 
12 Obey'd 
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Obey'd Dunois no more, but would remove 

The Hero far from Joan—his motive, Love! 

What ſtrange caprices cannot Love inſpire ! 

His breaſt in ſecret glow'd with young defire. 
Another time, kind Reader, I'll explain | 
What bold Ideas form'd th' impaſſion'd train, 
*That caus'd our amorous Arcadian's pain. 


The holy Animal reſolv'd to fly, 
To the delicious plain of Lombardy. 
1 | Denis, in ſecret, had arrang'd it ſo. 
And would my Reader his inducement know, 
It was becauſe a ſpark not yet ſuppreſs'd, 
Inflam'd the Aſs, and warm'd the Hero's breaſt ; 
That blazing forth in time, might ſoon or late, 

| Ruin great Joan, and overturn the ſtate. 

þ Abſence and time, the Saint conceiv'd, might prove, 
| | An antidote to their incipient Love: 
| Denis had farther views in this affair, 
"Th Another aim, a ſecond pious care: 
Abſtain, then Reader, from all raſh complaints, 
And view with reverence the Acts of Saints 


| | | . The Aſs celeſtial, great Saint Denis? pride, 
| | On Loire's fair banks no longer would abide, 
But eaſtward ſteer'd, and ſought Rhone's rapid tide. 


| Borne 
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Borne ſuddenly aloft, Dunois aſtound, 

View'd from afar the Heroine on the ground ; 
Naked ſhe ſtood, and in her nervous hand, 

With holy fury wav'd the glitt'ring brand; 
Diſtain'd with blood, ſhe hew'd her paſſage twain, 
His Arts, Hermaphrodix oppos'd in vain ; 

In vain his Sprights and Goblins fill'd the air, 

Joan ſcoff'd them all, and bleſs'd Saint Denis care ! 


When in a thicket ſome raſh Stripling ſees, 
An hive thick ſwarming with induſtrious Bees, 
Admiring he approaches, void of fear, 
Surveys their waxen Palaces too near, 

Till humming Tribes from ev'ry part unite, 

And fall with fury on th' incautious wight : 

Soon a wing'd people ſwarm about his head, 

Whilſt ſtung to anguiſh, he ſtrikes hundreds dead ; 
Kills, cruſhes, diſſipates, now here, now there, 

The little arm'd inhabitants of Air. 

Juſt ſo, our mighty Maiden fierce and proud, 
Chas'd far and wide this unſubſtantial crowd. 


Now at her feet the caitiff Muleteer, 
(Dreading the ſad fate of the Cordelier,) 1 
 Trembles g 
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Trembles and cries, O Maiden! gentle Friend, 
* Long did thy ſervant on thy ſteps attend ! 
| | 3 5M Spare then, O ſpare my ſhort remains of life 
| * What phrenzy guides thee in this cruel ſtrife ? 
| | | &«& Let not new Honours kindle unknown ire, 
« Pity my tears, O Joan! nor ſee thy ſlave expire! 


Joan thus replies, © Scoundrel ! Pll mercy ſhew, 

f Nor {tain this blade by a degrading blow. 
| & Vegetate ſtill ; but from this hour prepare, 
* On your thus honour'd bulk my weight to bear. 
What tho” I can't thy preſent figure change? 
«* Or man or mule upon thy back I'll range. 
« My flying Aſs in Dunois' ſervice preſs'd, 
& Pre found in thee, 1 think, a greater beaſt ! 
* Crouch then direaly”—quick the brute obey'd, 
Submiſſive ſtoop'd his bald and clumſy head, 
Went on all-fours, whilſt Joan his back beſtrode, 
And to face Heroes off the Heroine rode. 


The Geni ſwore by his ethercal Sire, 
Frenchmen ſhould henceforth feel his ceaſcleſs ire. 
Stung to the quick his ever veering mind, 

To Albion's brave and hardy fons inclin'd. 


He 
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He forms in wrath a firm determination, 

To puniſh ev'ry Knight of Gallic nation, 

Whom luckleſs Stars might throw within his pow'r ; 
For which, a novel and fantaſtic Tow'r, 

A Labyrinth, a Trap, he inſtant rears, 

And great revenge on Gallia's ſons prepares *. 


But what the fortunes of the fair Sorel ? 
The courteous Reader muſt remember well, 
Her perturbation and diſtreſs of mind, 

Half naked, and in Chandos? arms confin'd; 
How brutal Chandos briſkly quit her charms, 
Rous'd by the ſudden ſound of wars alarms ; 
How Agnes, from her terrors thus reliev'd, 
In moments of ſuch dire diſtreſs repriev'd, 
Vow'd to take warning from her recent fright, 
Nor e' er again be caught in ſuch a plight. 
How the fond Fair repeated ſoftly o'er, 

The warmeſt Vows, and love eternal ſwore 
To faithful Charles, who lov'd but her alone; 
Swore ſhe'd reſpect thoſe Ties that made them one, 
And ſooner die than her lov'd Lord betray ! 
But who can anſwer for the future day ? 


Amid'! 


* See the ſeyenteeth Canto: 
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Amid'ſt the tumult, havock, buſtle, noiſe, 
Inſeparable from a Camp's ſurpriſe, 
When one with fury fights, when t' other flies, 
When Soldiers and their Leaders, as they may, 
Ruſh on promiſcuous to the bloody fray, 

When Thieves their {kill on their own baggage try, 
Rather than leave it to the Enemy, 

Mid'ſt cries and ſmoke and fire, in ſuch a ſcene, 
Stood naked Agnes, bluſhing to be ſeen. 

But ſoon the Fair, John Chandos? wardrobe found, 
And on her head the Warrior's Night-cap bound; 
His ſhirt and night-gown ſcanty covering lent, 
And thus equip'd ſhe fallied from his Tent. 
Fortune ſtill favour'd, for thro” leſs'ning gloom, 
She ſpy'd a Palfrey held by Chandos? groom ; 
This old intrepid follower, drunken, idle, 

Tho? faſt aſleep, ſtill held her by the bridle. 

Nor did the Fair deliberating ſtand, 

But ſlipt the reins from out the drunkard's hand; 
A ſtepping block affords the wonted means, 

And on the Palfrey's back her ſeat ſhe gains, 
Claps ſpurs, and tow'rds a Foreſt bends her way, 
While Joy and Fear uſurp alternate ſway. 

Boneau endeavour'd to ſtump off the while, 


And curs'd his heavy paunch at ev'ry mile; 
Damn'd 
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Damn'd this fine journey, Courts, and Wars alarms, 
The Britiſh Nation, Love, and Agnes charms. 


It chanc'd this morn, that Chandos faithful Page, 
(Monroſe they ſtil'd the youthful perſonage ,) 
As early home with diligence he hied, 
From far his maſter's gown and night-cap ſpy'd : 
Nor doubted once but Chandos he beheld, 
*Scaping half naked from the bloody field. 
At the ſtrange fight how great the youth's ſurpriſe !- 
He ſpurs his beaſt, and in full gallop cries, 
O much lov'd Maſter, dreaded Lord, O ſay, 
« Are you purſu'd ?—has Charly won the day? 
* Pl follow whereſoc&'er your courle you bend, 
One common fate my days and thine ſhall end.“ 
He ſpoke and flew, as if the winds convey'd, 
Him and his horſe, as well as what he ſay'd. 
The lovely Agnes, warmly thus purſu'd, 
At riſk of life made tow'rds a neighb'ring wood z 
The Page cloſe following, for the ſwifter ſhe, 
The more impetuous in the chaſe was he. 
But ſoon her Palfrey, terrible to tell, 
Made a falſe ſtep—the Fair one ſcream'd and fell! 


Her 


b This is the Page on whoſe rump Joan formerly drew three 


Flower de Luce. 
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Her proſtrate beauties preſs'd the verdant ground, 
And pitying Heav'ns gave back the doleful ſound. 
The Britiſh Page arriving ſwift as wind, 

Now loſt each reas'ning faculty of mind, 

When the looſe foldings of her ample gown, 
Diſcover'd treaſures Venus ſelf might own ; 
Boſom of ſnow, and beauty ſans compare 

Which bounteous Nature laviſh'd on the Fair. 


Favour'd Adonis, ſuch was thy ſurpriſe ©, 
When the belov'd of Mars forſook her ſkies - 
What time the condeſcending Queen of Love, 
Offer'd to bleſs thee in the conſcious grove. 
No doubt, indeed, but Venus better dreſs'd, 
Had not been flung from an unruly beaſt ; 
Nor did fatigue her Goddeſs form impair, 
Nor did a Night- cap hide her gloſſy hair; 

Nor had a ſaddle bruis'd her iv'ry thighs, 

No tear of anguiſh gliſten'd in her eyes ; 

Yet might Adonis heſitate between, 

Agnes's naked Charms, and Cypria's Queen. 


Reſpect 


© Adonis or Adoni, ſon of Cinyras and Myrrba; a Phœnician 
Deity, the lover of Yenus Aftarte, The Pheœnicians annually 
wept his death, afterwards rejoicing at his reſuſcitation. 
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Reſpect, and Fear, and Love, with mix'd controul 


Uſurp at once the youthful Briton's ſoul, 

He raiſes Agnes fair with trembling haſte, 

Preſſes the craintive beauty to his breaſt, 

Aſks, © if unhurt ſhe *ſcapes, and free from wound?“ 
Agnes in timid voice of ſilver ſound, 

Turning on young Monroſe her languid eye, 

And ſighing, thus, embarraſs'd made reply: 

© Whoe'er thou art, whoſe hate purſues me here, 

« O youthful ſtranger, lend a gracious ear, 

& And if fair Virtue warms thy generous breaſt, 

« Abuſe not pow'r, but grant my ſole requeſt ; 
O fave my honour—let me owe to you, 

© The gratitude for great deliv*rance due. 

“ Protect me, gentle youth, and hear my Pray'r !” 
Tears choak'd her utterance ; with mournful air 
She turn'd away her face in ſilent grief; 

And found a melancholy ſhort relief, 

In ſoft reſolves, no time, no chance ſhould move her, 
Or find her faithleſs to her royal Lover, 

Monroſe in filence ſimpathiz'd awhile, 

At length in accents ſoft, with gentleſt ſmile, 
Mirror of Beauty! Wonder of the age! 

* Whoſe ſingle glance can ev'ry heart engage, 


«6 Behold 
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* Behold thy humbleſt Slave—on me rely, 
% For you alone V 11 live, or dare to die. 
Accept my ſervice, my fond cares approve ; 
& *Tis happineſs to ſuccour what we love!“ 
Then forth he drew a flaſk of Eau-des-Carmes, 
And bathed, with timid hand, thoſe injur'd charms 
The Saddle or the cruel fall had bruis'd, 
Where Roſe and Lilly their ſoft tints confus'd: 
Fair Agnes bluſh'd, yet felt no needleſs rage, 
Nor check'd the hand of the adventurous Page; 
Nor well knew why ſhe ſtole the ſide long glance, 
Still ſwearing faith to royal Charles of France. 
The Page, his bottle ſoon exhauſted, cries, 
© Rare Beauty! let thy faithful ſlave adviſe 
© Jo take yon devious path, whoſe windings meet 
| « A neighbouring Hamlet's ſafe and calm retreat. 
| | * No Soldier's footſteps preſs the village green, 
No ſounds of War diſturb the tranquil ſcene ; 
6% Within an hour we there may reſt ſecure, 
« My Gold will cap and petticoat procure. 
“ More fit habiliments we'll purchaſe there, 
5 For beauty worth a Gallic Monarch's care!“ 


— äñ60Uä—ꝓ—ỹ— —— 


The errant Dame, recover'd from ſurpriſe, 
Gaz'd on Monroſe, and reliſh'd his advice ; 


He 
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So handſome he, ſo tender, ſo well bred, 
The fair was not unwilling to be led. 

Here, may ſome eager Critic interpoſe, 

To ſcrutinize the conduct of Monroſe, 

And interrupt the thread of my diſcourſe. 

«© Impoſlible ! a Britiſh youth, nay worſe, 

« A ſtripling bred in Camps, a giddy page, 
«© Near lovely Agnes ſo diſcreet and ſage? 

* Nor riſk a liberty ſhe diſapprov'd ?” 
Truce to ſuch rigid cenſures, know—he lov'd; 
Tho? the hot ſting of paſſion madly fires, 
True love, refines and chaſtens wild defires. 


Monroſe and Agnes tow'rds the Hamlet move, 
Now make fine ſpeeches, now converſe of love, 
Of War's exploits, and feats of chivalry, 

And old romances ſtuff*d with gallantry. 

Our Squire, at ev'ry hundred ſteps would ſtand, 
Approach the fair, and kiſs her lilly hand ; 

But with an air ſo exquiſitely tender, 

It was impoſſible it ſhould offend her. 

Say, could ſhe with this gentle youth find fault ; 
Tho* much he wiſh'd for, he demanded nought. 
Soon as the lovely pair the Hamlet gain, 

The Squire conduQts the beauty to an Inn: 


Where 
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Where lovely Agnes quitting fond Monroſe, 

Seeks modeſtly in bed, -defir'd repoſe. 

Now out of breath Monroſe runs round and buys, 
Such food and raiment as the place ſupplies ; 
Whate'er or eaſe or comfort could impart, 

To the dear Idol of his doating heart. 

Fond Youth! thy breaſt that genuine Paſſion knows, 
That from true Love and Honour only flows ; 
Where ure they found, whoſe ſtudy'd Arts compare, 
With thy ſoft blandiſhments and gentle care? 


At the ſame Inn, (it cannot be deny'd,) 
John Chandos' Almoner lodg'd cloſe beſide : 
And ev'ry Almoner in ev'ry age, 
In Impudence ſurpaſſeth ev'ry Page. 
Nor ſooner doth this wicked Churchman hear, 
How ſuch tranſcendant Beauty fleeps ſo near, 
Than lewd deſire inflames his heated blood, 
Swells each diſtending vein, a madding flood, 
Fires his foul body, flaſhes from his eyes, 
Till to her room, in rage of Juſt he flies, 
And like a madman, as he enters ſwears, 
Makes faſt the door, and off the Bedclothes tears. 

But, gentle Reader, it is meet I tell, 
What likwiſe at this point of time befel 
Our 
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Our great Dunois, long borne thro? airy ſpace, | 
Far from brave Joan, by her unruly Aſs. 


Where hoary Alps their ſnow-crown'd ſummits ' 


rear, 

Divide the clouds, and ſeek a purer air; 

Where yielding rocks to Hannibal ſupply'd *, 
That Paſſage fatal to the Roman pride; 

Where bending ſkies deſcribe an azure bow, 
While black'ning Tempeſts breed and roll below; 
A Palace of tranſparent marble ſtands, 

No Roof, no Door, the wond'rous pile commands, 
Open on ev'ry fide, and free to all; 

Unnumber'd Mirrors grace th' interior wall, 

That thro? this Structure, whoſoe'er ſhall paſs, 
Reflected in ſome faithful Looking-glaſs, 

Whether or old or young, or foul or fair, 

His real figure may contemplate there. 

A thouſand Paths conduct by diff” rent ways, 

To this bright empire where ſuch numbers gaze: 
But awful precipices hang in view, 

And fraught with danger is each avenue. 

This new Olympus many have attain'd, 
Unconſcious how the glorious heights they gain'd : 


| Vet 

d Hannibal is ſuppoſed to have paſſed through the country of 

the Savoyards, amongſt whom we mult therefore place the Temple 
of Fame. | 
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Yet few indeed, at the wiſh'd goal arrive, 
For hundreds fall, for one who mounts alive. 
The Miſtreſs of this palace perch'd ſo high, 

Is that ſame old and prating Deity 

Call'd Fame, to whom fince Suns have light diſplay'd, 


_ Ev'n Modeſty hath gentle tribute paid. 


The Sage affects, tis true, a proud diſdain, 
And treats the triumphs of Renown as vain ; 
Names Praiſe the flattꝰ ring Poiſon of the Soul: 
Sure the Sage lies, and prattles like a fool. 


Fame's ſtation'd on this pinnacle of ground; 
Here all her buſy Courtiers preſs around : 
Here Princes, Warriors, Pedants, Monks we find, 
Troops. puff'd with vanity, and drunk with wind. 
One ſole petition ſerves the kneeling train ; 
O! thou, great Miſtreſs of th* unceaſing ſtrain, 
OO powerful Goddeſs ! great omniſcient Fame! 
«© Deign out of charity, to ſound my name!“ 
To ſatisfy each indiſcreet demand, 


Fame holds two Trumpets, one in either hand; 


This to her Lips divine behold her raiſe, 

To celebrate ſome Hero's martial praiſe ; 

While that, moſt ſtrange to tell, is oft apply'd, 

(Since I muſt name it,) to her broad Backſide: 
And 
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And ſerves in ſounds ſonorous to expreſs, 

The names of tracts that load the teeming Preſs; 
Productions of each mercenary Quill, 

Ephemeral Inſects of Parnaſſus' Hill; 

That each by each eclips'd, in turn decay, 
Labours of months, that periſh in a day; 

Or rot in Colleges in ſad condition, 

The food of Moths, tho' printed by permiſſion. 


Here would-be Authors, a malicious band, 
Detracters of all real genius ſtand ; 
Here Le Beaumelle, Freron, Nonote we view, 
Guyon, and he the refuſe of the crew, 
Baſe Savatier, moſt fraudulently dire, 
Who ſells his labours, and who lies for hire. 
Theſe ſhameleſs Merchants of reproach and blame, 
Here crowd around, and dare ſolicit Fame ; 
Bedaub'd with filth, yet led by Vanity, 
To ſhew themſelves to this Divinity: 
Still from her preſence chas'd with ſtripes unkind, 
Scarce having ſeen the Goddeſs's behind <. 


K Hither, 


They may be truly (tiled a contemptable ſer. It is well known 
theſe men vomited forth torrents of calumnies againſt the Author, 
who had never done them an injury. In their publications they 
have aſſerted, that he was a Plagiariſt, that he did not believe in 
God, 
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Hither, renown'd Dunois, thro” airy ſpace 
Wert thou tranſported on thy flying Als ; 
Juſt when the decent Trumpet's cheering ſound, 
Spread thy great deeds, and well-won fame around. 
What rapture in thy boſom glow'd to ſee 
Theſe brilliant Walls reflect thy Hiſtory ! 
Nor here thy martial feats alone deſign'd, N 
But the far brighter Virtues of thy mind. 
Here Wretches in th' Aſylum due to thee, 
Bleſs and record thy liberality; 


While honeſt Men, brought forward round the 
Throne, | 


And righted Orphans thy protection own. 


Dunois with honeſt pride ſome time ſurvey'd, 
His gallant actions on theſe walls pourtray'd : | 
And little leſs dehghted ſeem'd the Aſs, | 
Who pranc'd and caper'd round from glaſs to glaſs. 
But ſoon was heard one of the Trumpets *twain, | 
And this the purport of the direful ſtrain. 


„ The 


uw wo, 


man's enemy. They declare him the Son of a Peaſant, relate ad- 
ventures the moſt foreign from truth, and aſſert repeatedly that he 
was an hireling writer. It is but juſtice to drive this rabble from 
the ſanctuary of Fame, where they would ſlide in, as thieves by 


night ſteal ſoftly into Churches to deſpoil the Shrine. (See notes 
and text of the eighteenth Canto.) 
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* The Day's arriv'd! the horrid Hour is come, 

* Sentenc'd to ſeal fair Dorothea's doom 

Milan muſt ſee the beauteous Charmer burn; 

* Mortals whom Love hath bleſs'd, unite and 
mourn !” | 

« How now ?” exclaim'd Dunois, condemn the fair? 

What hath ſhe done? why burn a beauty rare? 

If old or foul 'twere well; but why conſpire 

* To puniſh youthful lovelineſs with fire? 

% By ev'ry Saint ſuch Cruelty's too bad! 

* Ye Men of Milan, are ye all gone mad?” 

Yet as he ſpoke, the Trumpet made reply, 

* This Hour muſt hapleſs Dorothea die, 

** Unleſs ſome hardy Knight the glory claims, 

* To ſnatch the fair-one from the fatal flames! 


At this advice of Dorothea's woes, 
To fave the fair, the Hero's boſom glows. 
His gen'rous nature prompted him to fly, 
Where'er his valour might relief ſupply. 
And when occaſion ſerv'd to ſhew his zeal 
For arms, for knighthood, or his country's weal, 
To right a wrong, or caſtigate the baſe, 
He ſeldom ſtay*d to reaſon on the caſe. 
K 2 
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Bear me, my faithful Afs, to Milan's walls, 

| Direct thy flight,” he cries, © where Honour calls.” 
| His ample wings the Beaſt obedient plies, | 

Lefs rapidly ſome four-wing'd Cherub flies “. 

Now near the City by whoſe tame conſent, 

Juſtice decrees tremendous puniſhment, 

Already they obſerve baſe ſlaves prepare, 

The Stake and Faggots in the ample Square. 

Three hundred wretches, ſanguinary band, 

T* arrange the Mob, in guiſe of Archers ſtand : 

The Gentry wait at windows, bath'd in tears : 

| Th' Archbiſhop in his robes of ſtate appears, 

5 From a Balcony, with his Priefts on high, 

8 Wo view the ſcene with firm complacent eye. 


Four Alguazils lead Dorothea round e, 
7 K8tript to her ſhift, in galling fetters bound. 
| Wildneſs and horror mark her mournful air, 
| While ſhame and ſorrow heighten her deſpair. 
| Torrents 
; | f Cherub, a celeſtial Spirit, or Angel of the ſecond coder of the 
f firſt Hierarchy. The Hebrew word Cherub, makes in the plural 


| Cherubim. Cherubims had four wings, four faces, and feet like 
l thoſe of an Ox. 


* Alquazil. . Guazi/, in Arabic, ſigniſies Huſſar: thence A. 
guazil, a Spaniſh Archer. 
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And when the fatal ſtake ſhe dimly ſpies, 

Theſe few ſad words find utt'rance thro? her ſighs. 
&« Moſt lov'd of Men, whom I in death adore.” 
Her falt ring voice articulates no more; 

No more the Idol of her boſom calls ; 

Bereft of voice and motion, ſee, ſhe falls ! 

A deadly paleneſs overſpreads her face, 

Yet ſcarce deprives it of its wonted grace. 


Torrents of tears obſcure her ſwimming eyes, 


Before the crowd ſtep'd forth a caitiff Wight, 
The Prelate's Champion, Sacrogorgon hight * ; 
Tow'rds the dire pile, behold him ſtraight advance, 
Arm'd at all points, with ſteel and arrogance. 
Aloud he cry'd, I Heav'n to witneſs take, 

« That Dorothea well deſerves the ſtake. 

« Is there a man dares fight in her defence? 

Is there a man aſſerts her innocence ? 

“% Let him, if one ſo hardy lives, draw near, 

And in the Liſts of Juſtice now appear; 

“Since Folly urges him to tempt his Fate, 

* Here's wherewithall to crack his filly pate!“ 
The 


Champion, from champ, pion du champ; Pion, an Indian 
word, adopted by the Arabs, ſignifies a foot ſoldier, | 
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The Braggart pauſing, ſtruts exultingly, 

And brandiſhes his Brakemart on high, 

Gnaſhes his teeth, and rolls his eyes of fire! 

They ſhudder who behold his aſpect dire! | 
Nor in the Town was found a fingle Squire, | 
Who to defend fair Dorothea dar'd, 

So are they all by Sacrogorgon ſcar'd, 

From fit reply withheld by abject fear, 

All pay the tribute of a ready tear. 

While the fierce Prelate from his ſeat on high, 
Applauds his Champion's arrogant defy. 


Dunois ſtili hov'ring o'er the ample Square, 
Is ſhock' d to meet audacity ſo rare. 
And lovely Dorothea bath'd in tears, 
So beautiful in Horrors lap appears, 
Her deep Deſpair lends ſuch ſoft languiſhment, 
To ſee ſuffic'd to think her innocent. | 
To ground the Hero vaults, and cries, © behold, 
« My courage ſhall chaſtiſe thy vaultings bold; 
& Prove Dorothea's conduct chaſte and wile, 
« And thy aſſertions, recreant Braggart, lies! 
„% But I would-firſt from Dorothea know, | 
4 Th' imputed crime, the pretext of her woe; 

9 9 Hear 


i Brakemart, from the Greek BRH a ſhort ſword. 
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Hear her ſad ſtory, learn what horrid plan, 

« Condemns to flames the Beauties of Milan!“ 
He ſaid, the Populace in glad ſurpriſe, 

With loud tumultuous plaudits rend the ſkies. 
Baſe Sacrogorgon, tho” half dead with fear, 

Tries to look bold—the Prieſt with haughty air, 
Beneath a mein of hypocritic pride, | 
His grief and agitation ſtrove to hide. 


Dunois advanc'd with noble courteous grace, 
To hear fair Dorothea's piteous caſe. 
She, caſting down her eyes, her ſtory told, 
With ſighs, and tears, and pauſes manifold, 
Upon the Church top perch'd, the holy Aſs, 
Seem'd to commiſerate the beauteous Laſs : 
And Milan's Devotees in many a pray'r, 
Thank'd gracious Heav'n, that pity'd one ſo fair, 


END OF THE SIXTH CANTO. 
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CANTO THE SEVENTH. «< 


How Dunois ſaved Dorothea, condemned to Death by 
the Inquiſition. 


WEN formerly in the gay Spring of Youth, 
A changeful Miſtreſs left me all forlorn, 

My Heart I thought would break ; I thought in truth 
To renounce Love, who bade his Vot'ry mourn : 
But the Idea never croſs'd my brain, 

To ſeek revenge, or the falſe Fair diſtreſs ; 

Or her I once ador'd, in aught reſtrain, 

Or interrupt her courſe of Happineſs. 

Twas not my mode to force a ſtubburn Heart, 

I pardon'd one who Love's great law abus'd, 
Who play'd a fickle and a faithleſs part : 

A cruel Fair I ſooner had excus'd. 


A gen'rous 


> 
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A gen'rous Lover ever muſt diſdain 

To perſecute the Nymph he cannot gain. 

If the proud Miſtreſs at whoſe ſhrine you kneel, 
Haughty and cold, neglects your tender pray'r, 
And mutual Paſſion yet diſdains to feel, 

'Tis my advice, you quit the ſcornful fair : 

Many kind fair ones bleſs this happy Nation ; 
You'll find your caſe admits of conſolation. 

Or if claſping time augments your pain, 
Rather the foaming Goblet wiſely drain. 

And would to gracious Heav'n, that Prelate rude, 
Whoſe brutal Love ſo cruelly purſu'd, | 
And plung'd in woe a Nymph of beauty rare, 
Had been advis'd by me on this affair, 


The beauteous mourner” s beating heart confeſs d 
Courage and Hope reviving in her breaſt : ; 
But firſt '*twas fit the gentle Knight ſhould know, 
What faults betray'd her to this ſcene of woe. 


O thou!” ſhe bluſhing ery d with downcaſt eyes, 


* Bright angel, who deſcendeſt from the ſkies, - 
* Heay'n ſent, it ſeems, to fight in my defence, 
, To thee, at leaſt, is known my innocence !” 


- Dunois 
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Dunois reply'd : “ No Angel now you ſee ; 
But a meer Mortal, you behold in me. 
Hither Pm come, at a ſtrange pace in truth, 
Jo ſave from cruel Death your blooming youth. 
«© Then fince tis God's alone to read the heart, 
“Hour ſtrange adventures, (pray thee) brief impart.” 


Fair Dorothea weeping thus reply'd, 

Love is my Crime, and Love alone!” ſhe cry'd. 
Big tears while yet ſhe ſpeak bedew'd her face; 
Nis Love betrays me to this ſad diſgrace ; 
Sole ſource from whence my vary'd ſorrows flow 
Perhaps, Sir Knight, my La Trimouille you know?“ 
«© Yes,” ſays Dunois, my deareſt Friend you name, 
Than him no Hero better known to Fame. 

His ſingle valour might an hoſt defy, 
Nor Britain dreads a nobler enemy! 
No Cavalier more worthy love can be!“ 
© Too true your ſpeech, Sir Knight, ſhe cry'd, tis he. 
< Nor yet elaps'd is one revolving year, 
Since he from Milan hied, and left me here. 
«© Here firſt for me he felt Love? pleaſing pain, 
Here firſt he ſigh'd, nor ſigh'd he long in vain ; 
O may the youth ſtill fond and faithful prove, 
& He ſhould love well, for far too well I love!“ 


„ Judge 
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judge of his Faith, Dunois reply'd, by yours— 
* Such wond'rous charms his conſtancy enſures : 
&* know him well, know him alike with me, 
_ « Conſtant in love, and firm in loyalty.” | 
<« Yes!” ſhe exclaim'd, © I credit what you fay, hee 
And (till ſhall bleſs the kind auſpicious day, | 
Gave to my ſight the Idol of my ſoul, 
« And lit a flame no reaſon could controul. 
& To me appear'd the lovelieſt of mankind, 
«© Of leſs attractive form, than gracious mind; 
* And I adpr'd him, long before I ſought 
Jo aſk my weak heart if it lov'd or not? 


« O Scenes! too dear to my impaſſion'd breaſt, 
Where the young Hero firſt his flame confeſs'd ; 
Now memory gives ye back to mental fight, 
With ev'ry pow'r to ſoothe me to delight: 

As when in ſilent ecſtaſy I ſtood, 

T” inhale thoſe ſighs which fir'd my madding blood; 

When love's ſwift poiſon ſpread thro? ev'ry vein, 

* Nor dream'd I then, it cover'd latent pain. 

„Next day my lover paid his court at noon, 

His viſit ſhort, the youth took leave too ſoon ; 

„ For when he went, all Nature ſeem'd to mourn, 

e Nor could my ſoul know joy till his return 
| | Next 
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* Next day indeed we had a tẽte- - tẽte 

A little longer, but not leſs diſcreet. 

<< Next day he ſtole a kiſs, I can't tell how ; 
And offer'd next to plight the marriage Vow : 
Full ſoon my partial weakneſs he beguil'd, 
For the next Night, alas! I prov'd with Child 
What have I ſaid ?—ah ! why ſhould I proclaim, 
« Each mortifying circumſtance of ſhame, 


„ Whilſt yet by Ignorance and fear oppreſs'd 


Unknown the Knight who ſhares the ſecrets of my 
breaſt ??* 


The Chief with modeſt grace pronounc'd his name, 
Which Dorothea knew full well by Fame— 
And overjoy'd ihe cry'd, © good Heav'n's, is 't he? 
The great Dunois, the flow'r of Chivalry ? 
« Illuſtrious Hero, whoſe exalted ſoul, 
And valiant deeds are known from Pole to Pole 
5 Clear is your origin — and Mortals muſt 
“ Confeſs high Heav'n's decrees are always juſt, 
« Since I, love's victim, can its pity move, 
« And owe my ſafety to a Child of Love. 


C Know then, Dunois, thou brave and courteous 
Knight, 
« Ere many months elaps'd, my ſoul's delight, 
Heard 
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„ Heard the loud voice of Duty from afar, 

« And quit my Arms, to join the ranks of War. 

“Little my tears, and lefs my Prayers avail'd ! 

« *Gainſt War in vain, and bloody fields I raid. 

«© My joys he ſacrific'd to Honour's call, 

„And left to ſorrow her he'd ſtript of all! 

Sure, Sir, you know the pain it is to part: 

bo Judge then from your's, what torments rent my 
Heart. | 

«© Reſtraint too, added torture to my pain, 

And agoniz -d I dar'd not to complain. 

A curious bracelet of his auburn hair, 

Dear Relic, guarded with religious care 

« His Portrait too he parting gave, whoſe pow'rs 

In abſence cheated oft the heavy Hours. 

« My fears, my ſorrows, anxious to conſole, 

« His faithful Paſſion trac'd a tender ſcroll, 

„ An holy promiſe, which might ſacred prove, 

«© The warrant of unalterable love. 

Thus might you read, © by holy love I ſwear, 

And by the bliſs I taſted in thine arms, 

« To make thee mine ſhall be my earlieſt caze, 

<« If ever I return from Wars alarms.” 
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* Alas! he liſten'd to ſtern Duty's call, 
“Perhaps is ſtill near Orlean's lofty Wall. 
* Ah! could he now my matchleſs ſorrow know, 
Or once ſuſpe& my complicated woe 
«© But no, juſt Heav'n, in ignorance let him reſt, 


bes Why pain with bootleſs grief his noble breaſt ? 


* My lover quitting me to ſeek renown, 
< I fled the whiſpers of the prattling Town; 
* And ſought retirement in a lonely part, 
<© Better accorded with my bleeding heart. 
* My Parents dead, free to indulge my grief, 
<« From ſolitude alone I hope relief. 
The keen regard of each invidious eye 
«* Wiſhing to ſhun, I ſedulouſly try | 
*© To hide my tears, and ſkreen my pregnancy. 


; 


„ Put know,” ſhe cries, © I am th* Archbiſhop's 


niece !”? | 
At theſe ſad words her ſobs and tears increaſe. 


Then caſting up to Heav'n her eyes fo bright, 
& Soon,“ ſhe purſues,” my Infant ſaw the light. 
& Heav'n bleſs'd my wiſhes with a lovely boy, 
<« The tender product of my ſtolen joy. 


« He 
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« He dry'd my tears, for him I ceas'd to mourn, 
« And patient waited my lov'd Lord's return. 


I had not long enjoy'd this ſolitude, 
* Before th* Archbiſhop would per force intrude 
When led by curioſity or fate, 
„He came to pry into his Niece's ſtate. 
« My fatal Beauty then his boſom'd fir'd, 
* My feeble charms inceſtuous warmth inſpir'd. 
Oh luckleſs Beauty! charms once highly priz'd, 
6 Deteſted gifts, now ſovereignly deſpis'd ! 
An Iron Arrow, an unhallow'd dart, 
From cruel Cupid pierc'd his ſavage heart. 
«© Judge of my horror when. he told his Flame! 
In vain I calPd on Duty's ſacred name; 
« Urg'd his high Rank, his holy Function ſhew'd, 
And all the ſacred ties of kindred blood; 
How his deteſted enterpriſe muſt prove, 
« Adverſe to Nature, and the Saints above. 
In vain ſuch weighty reas'ning I employ'd, 
No reaſon his chimeric Hope deſtroy'd. 
He thought his aſſiduities muſt move 
An Heart unconſcious of a rival love. 
]Jo triumph o'er indifference ſecure, 
What from his Paſſion did I not endure ? 


« Still 
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„ Still overwhelm'd or with fatiguing cares, 
Or urg'd by ardent, tho? rebutted pray'rs. 


«© One Day, alas! as oft they had done before, 
My Eyes perus'd the plighted promiſe o'er ; 
Once and again, abandon'd all to grief, 
<« I read, and repetition gave relief. 
<* Each line was moiſten'd with a briny tear, 
When my dire Uncle ſuddenly drew near, 
* And ſeiz'd with deſp'rate hand the fatal ſcroll, 
From whence he read the ſecrets of my ſoul. 
He ſaw me plighted as another's Bride, 

«© Nor could I long my darling Infant hide: 

<« But what in others might have damp'd deſire, 
« Seem'd to add fuel to his wanton fire. 

He ſeiz'd th' advantage that my ſecret gave. 

& *Tis me,” he cry'd, © *tis me alone you brave, 
« What folly prompts you to aflume the Prude ? 
* Too late you play the ſanctify'd, the good! 

«© Wherefore from me withhold your rifled charms, 
« Whilſt others freely revel in your arms? 

“ No longer can I brook this feign'd diſdain, 

« Comply at once, reſiſtence is in vain. | 
« Unworthy of the Love your charms inſpire, - 
<« Yield to my wiſhes ſtraight, or dread my Ire!“ 


6 kneel'd 
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I kneel'd and wept, his ſavage heart to move 
* But frantic he from rage and lighted love, 
« Ev'n in my tears ſome new incentives found ; 
*© He ſeiz'd and threw me ſtruggling on the ground, 
And would have raviſh'd me by brutal force, 
* But cries for ſuccour were my laſt reſource! 


When obſtinate I dar'd his luſt oppoſe, 


* Gods! what I ſuffer'd from my Uncle's blows ! a 
«© Rejected love to ſudden Hatred roſe. 


* The Neighbours came, rous'd by my piercing 
cries z 

« A prompt excuſe his ready Wit ſupplies, 

„ He aggravates his crime by unknown infamies.“ 

* Chriſtians,” he cry'd, © impiety and ſhame 

Have ſtain'd my Niece, whom henceforth I diſclaim. 

«© For Tenets heterodox, heretical, 

* The Church's vengeance on her head ſhall fall. 

* Behold the fruit of ber adult'rous paſſion ! 

< I here pronounce their excommunication |! 

* Abandon'd by the Godly may they be. 

* Avenging Heav'n puniſh their infamy. 

My malediQtion ever on them wait, 

So let the Inquiſition ſeal their fate! 


« Nor vain his menances the cruel Fiend, 
With monſt'rous zeal purſu'd his deadly end. 


L « Arriv'd 
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- _ © Arriv'd the grand Inquiſitor he ſought, 

| And I to Milan was a Pris'ner brought. 

* Plung'd in a Dungeon hopeleſs of relief, 

“V eat in miſery the Bread of grief. 

* Ye horrid Vaults whence light and wholeſome air 
* Excluded, yield fit dwellings to Deſpair ! 

«© Three days your gueſt, again I view the light, 

* Condemn'd to torments and eternal Night! 

* Behold the Stake! — the Flames begin to rage 
See, ſee the portion of my tender age 


* That ſoon to aſhes had reduc'd this frame, 
Ended my days, and blaſted my fair fame, 
* Had you not come t' avert th' impending ſtorm, 


At twenty doom'd to that devouring flame, 


* And guard my Virtue with avenging arm. 
* Many a Knight had underta'en my cauſe, 
* Allow'd by Cuſtom, and by Knighthood's laws; 
« But ſtil} the dire Archbiſhop interpos'd, 
% And none the Mandate of the Church oppos'd. 
& Italians bend ſubmiſſive to the Stole“, 
© Baſe Superſtition ſubjugates the ſoul! 
| «© But 


1 Stole, a ſacerdotal ornament worn over the ſurplice. This 
word comes from the Greek or, which ſignifies a long robe. 
The ſtole worn at preſent is a band about four Inches broad. The 
ancient Stole was quite different ; and was ſometimes an habit of 

| ceremony 
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« But Gallic Knights adopt a lib'ral plan, 
& Nor dread the Thunders of the Vatican.“ 


Fair Dorothea ceas'd. The Hero's breaſt, 
Pity and Anger's jarring pow'rs confeſs'd. 
This for the fair ſo cruelly accus'd, 
That againſt thoſe her Innocence abus'd. 
He burn'd, his force againſt ſuch foes to try, 
And hop'd for quick and eaſy victory. 
Judge then his indignation when he found, 
An hundred Archers had beſet him round, 
Inveſting him moſt nobly from the rear; 
While clad in ſable gown and bonnet ſquare 
A caitiff wretch, in doleful drawling way, 
As Miſerere he was wont to ſay, 
Proclaim'd aloud, © Hear whom it may concern, 
* The Church's mandate all good Chriſtians learn; 
How ſeeking ſtill the glory of the Lord, 
* The holy Inquiſition doth award 
* Death and the flames to this o'er hardy Knight, 
eln Dorothea's quarrel come to fight. | 
% As Infidel, Magician, Heretic, 
* He and k:3 Aſs muſt periſh at the Stake!“ 

L 2 O cruel 


ceremony which Kings beſtowed on thoſe they meant to honour, 
Thence that Scriptural expreſſion, Stolam gloria induit cum, &c. 
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| O cruel Prelate! train'd in perfidy ! 

Whoſe caſſock cloak*d Buſiris* cruelty * ! | 

A ſample this of thy inſidious trade | 
„ You fear'd juſt vengeance from the Warrior's blade. 
| And baſely won to thy deteſted ſcheme 

The Holy Office in ſtern Juſtice* name, 

To cruſh whoever might uplift that veil, 

Could ill atrocities like thine conceal. 

1 | To ſeize ſuperb Dunois, th' aſſaſſin Band, 

| | | * Still at the holy Office's command, 

| Advanc'd two ſteps, but ſoon fell backwards four, 
Croſs'd themſelves, march'd and halted as before. 
Now Sacrogorgon trembled at their head, 

And cry'd aloud to the baſe rout he led, | 

* Come on, brave Boys, to conquer or to die, 
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od | | * Seize on this Sorcerer, and Hell defy!” 
| The Deacons and Sacriſtans of the town, 


In candid Robes and ſolemn file came down; 
Theſe bore A/pergers, theſe the holy Urns *, 
Whence ſalted Water ſprinkled each by turns. 


Now, 


b Ruſiris, a king of Egypt, accounted a Tyrant. 


The A/ſperyer is an inſtrument garniſh'd round in every direc- . 
tion with Hog's briſtles caught between two Iron wires, and fixed 
[] to an handle of wood or metal. It is uſed for diſtributing Holy 
| | Water 


CANTO VIL 165 


Now, one againſt foul Fiends ſome relic tries, 
And others now the Demon exorcile ; 

Whilſt th* enrag'd Prelate with a look profound, 
Diſtributed his en round. 


Our great Dunois, who thought it not ſo civil, 
Thus to be dubb'd an Envoy from the Devil, 
Seizing his mighty Sword with dire intent, 

And holding out a Romiſh Inſtrument, 
Salvation's pledge, a holy Roſary, 
Call'd to his Aſs who ſtill fat perch'd on high. 
The Aſs deſcends, aſtride the Hero ſprung, 
And dealt thick blows the caitiff crowd among; 
The firſt he hit, he pierc'd the Sternum thro? “, 
A Noſe from one, from one a Jawbone flew ; 
A Leg from this, from this an Arm he maim'd, 
Now ſmote the Bone by Surgeon's Atlas nam'd*©; 
Here fell an Ear, and here an Humerus, 
And ere a man could ſay an Oremus, 

Surpris'd 
Water, &c. This inſtrument is of great antiquity, and ſerved to 
ſprinkle the initiated with luſtral water. 


4 Sternum, derived from the Greek, as moſt terms of anatomy 
are, It is the anterior part of the breaſt, to which the ribs are 
joined, and compoſed of ſeven bones ſo cloſely united that they 
appear but one. It is the Breaſt-plate deſigned by Nature to de · 
fend the Heart and Lungs. 


© Allas, the firſt vertebre of the neck. 
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Seconds the ardour of the valiant Knight; 


His ſhining Sword ſlid by the Os Pubis *, 


The wounded miſcreant falls, the people roar, 
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Surpris'd he paſs'd th* irremeable bourn, | 
From whence no Traveller can e'er return. 


The Aſs amidſt the horrors of the fight, 


Around the Square now kicking, trampling, biting, 
He ſcares the Mob, thro? fear in corners hiding. 
Pale Sacrogorgon down his Vizor drew, 

Hoping unknown t' elude the Hero's view; 

But vain his efforts to eſcape the foe, 

Dunois approach'd, and aim'd a deadly blow, 


The bloody blade pafs'd out by the Coccis *; 


& Prais'd be the Lord, the Villain lives no more!“ 


The Wretch in agonics the pavement beat, 
E'er yet his Heart had ceas'd to palpitate, 
When thus the Hero, “ Soul of ſavageneſs, 
& Hell waits impatient ; fear the Dev'l; confeſs ; 
«© Own, that th' Archbiſhop's but a mitred Knave, 
«© Baſe Raviſher, and foully perjur'd flave ; 
© Let 


t Pulis, from pyberty, the croſs bone which unites the hips, os 
Pubis, 0s Pefbinis. 

8 Coccis, ac, the rump bone, placed immediately under the 
os ſacrum; a wound in this part has always been eſteemed molt 
diſgraceful. 
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« Let Dorothea's virtue ſtand confeſs'd, 

« True to the faithful partner of her breaſt, 

% And own that thou art but a ſervile tool, 

& A wicked pander, and pernicious fool.“ 

“ Yes, yes,” he cry'd, my Lord is in the right, 
« I am a Fool, the thing 's as clear as light, 
Four doughty Arm has prov'd your precept true :”? 
He ſaid; his ſoul to Stygian darkneſs flew. 


Thus Sacrogorgon's vile exiſtence ended : 
And whilſt his ſoul to Belzebub deſcended, 
A Squire who journey'd on- with rapid pace 
Arriv'd and halted in the ample place. 
Two Couriers gay in yellow livery, 
Preceded till this gallant Equerry ; 
Whoſe blazon'd ſhield of Arms and gilded Spear 
Mark'd him ſome Hero's joyful Harbinger, 
Fair Dorothea at th* unlook'd-for ſight, 
O'erpower'd at once with wonder and delight, 
Exclaim'd aloud, ** it is, it muſt be he! 
« Kind Heav'n's too gracious to a wretch like me.“ 


This Squire thro* Milan Town caught ev'ry Eye. 
O People curs'd with curioſity ! 


Say 
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| {| 5 Say then, dear Reader, are not you aſham'd, 

|| | I ' indulge this filly fault I juſt have nam'd; 
1 And let the Squire who caus'd ſuch ſtrange ſurprize, 
| 4 + Uſurp your ſpirit, and engroſs your eyes : 
Is this, alas, my Labour's aim and end? 
Oh! rather for a while attention lend, 
And turn your thoughts to Orlean's lofty Walls, 
Where France's Monarch each bold Chieftain calls: 
And where the brave illuſtrious Amazon, 
Defends his people and ſupports his Throne; 
And like a Centaur, fearleſs of all harm, 
Expoſes in the field each naked charm, | 
Relying on the Lord more than her forceful Arm; 
Addreſſing now and then a fervent prayer 
To good Saint Denis, whoſe aſſiduous care 
To the affairs of France was wholly given; 
Who now cabal'd againſt Saint George in Heaven. 
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Reader, bove all, forget not fair Sorel, 
Ever in kind remembrance let her dwell. 
Each honeſt boſom ſhould I think delight 
To keep the lovely charmer ſtill in ſight. 
Is there a Man ſo ſullen and auſtere, 
Could look on Agnes with an eye ſevere ? 
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If Dorothea thus ſo cruelly, 

Was ſentenc'd in devouring flames do die, 
And if the Lord, look'd from the firmament, 
And ſudden ſuccour ſeaſonably ſent, 

My gentle Reader muſt acknowledge fairly, 
That caſes ſimilar occur but rarely. 

But ſhould the Object of your tender woe, 
For whom your trickling tears unceaſing flow, 
Yield to ſome Almoner's lubricious rage, 

Or ſeem delighted with ſome youthful Page; 
Such accident more common is no doubt, 
Nor needs a Miracle to bring 't about. 

I love, I own, adventures to purſue, 

That ſtill keep Human Nature full in view: 
For I'm a Man, and I am proud to ſay, 

Had ſhare of Human Weakneſs in my day: 
I, in my time, claſp'd Beauty in my arms, 

And ſtill the pleaſing recollection charms. 


END OF THE SEVENTH CANTO: 
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CANTO THE EIGHTH. 


How the gallant La Trimouille met an Engliſhman at 
Loretto ; what followed on the Subject of his Doro- 
thea. 


How wiſe, how int'reſting this Hiſtory ! 

How fit to form the Mind, and guide the Heart. 

Here Virtue ſtill appears triumphantly, 

And ev'ry Line much Knowledge may impart ! 

Courage and Honour ſtill diſtinguiſh Knights, 

In Juſtice Kings, Ladies in prudence vie! 

'Tis a gay Garden, full of freſh delights, 

Pleaſing from culture and variety. | 

I view with pleaſure Chaſtity ſo fair, 

Moſt beautiful *midſt thouſand brilliant flow'rs, 

Like the pure Lilly, Heav'ns peculiar care, 

Blooming in ſpotleſs Pride in veſtal Bow'rs. 
| | Laſſet 
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Laſſes and Lads, read here attentively, 
| The rudiments contain'd in ev'ry page: 
Tritemus wrote it, born in Picardy *, 
The learned luminary of his age. 
How I prefer this profitable ſtudy, - c 
Agnes Sorel, and doughty Joan his theme, 
To Novels and Romances dull and muddy, 
The daily candidates for ſhort liv'd Fame! 
Such languiſhing Abortions of crude Brains, 
Sink to Oblivion deep in early prime; 
But Joan ſhall ever live in lofty ſtrains, 
For Truth alone can triumph over Time. 


But yet, dear Reader, tis not in my pow'r, 
To occupy with Joan the preſent Hour. 
Since brave Dunois and Dorothea fair, 
And tender La Trimouille demand my care, 
Nor ſhall I bluſh to tell whilſt you approve, 
The tender ſequel of their conſtant Love. 


Near Orleans, recall the ſcene to view, 
Brave La Trimouille, the glory of Poitou, 


| When 


Abbe Tritemus was not from Picardy, but from the Dioceſe 
of Treves: he died in 1516. We do not aſſert that his family 
was not originally from Picardy, byt on that point refer to the 


learned author, who no doubt ſaw the manuſcript of the Maid of 
Orleans in ſome abbey of Benedictines. 
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When fighting for his King with youthful fire, 
O'er head and ears fell ſouſe into a-mire. 

His Squires extracted him, with pain I trow, 
From the foul bottom of the filthy ſlough ; 

Nor was his ſuff ring from a' bruiſe alone, 

But diſlocated joint, and broken bone. 


They had convey'd the ſore afflicted Knight, 


Within the Ramparts in this piteous plight, 

But active Talbot's well directed plans, 

Block*'d ev'ry avenue to Orleans. 

On which, by lonely Paths, a devious way, 
Guiding the litter where the Hero lay, 

His Squires to Tours their cautious rout purſue; 
To royal Charles that City {till was true. 


| There a Venetian Quack with mighty fuſs, 


Adroitly ſet to rights the Radius, 
And in its ſocket plac'd the Humerus. 
His Squire inform'd him that all thoughts were vain, 
Of now returning to the King again, 
As all the ways were vigilantly guarded : 
The Knight who Love next Loyalty regarded, 
To mitigate in part his poignant care, 
Determin'd to rejoin his Miſtreſs fair. 
Thro' © 


b The radius and ulun are the two bones which ſeparate at the 


elbow and join again at the wriſt : the humerus is the bone of the 
arm which joins the ſhoulder. 
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TALBOT, DUKE of TYRCONVNEL , 


From. an Hua Hiclure in the Collection of Lord Beaulieu at Dilton Fark. 
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Thro' thouſand Dangers ran the Knight to gain, 
Of Lombardy the fair and fertile Plain; 
And to gay Milan as he ſoon drew near, 
Obſerv'd the Populace, like Waves, appear 
Thronging with heavy ſtep and ſtupid Eye 
From ev'ry Cottage, ev'ry Hamlet nigh. 
Monk, Benedictine, Citizen, and Clown, 
Mother and Daughter hurried to the Town. 
Pumult and riot, noiſe, confuſion all, 
Whilſt this reſounds the univerſal call, 
Good Neighbours, let's to Milan haſte away, 
“ So rare a Sight is not ſeen ev'ry Day.“ 


Our Paladin was very ſoon inform'd, 
On what occaſion this thick concourſe ſwarm'd. 
And from theſe good Lombardan Peaſants heard, 
What Spectacle was for his Eyes prepar'd. 
«© My Dorothea, gracious Heav'ns!“ he cries, 
Urges his Steed and to her ſuccour flies. 
His Courſer darting thro? this curious Race, 
Convey'd the. anxious Knight, with rapid pace, 
Thro' Suburbs, City, to the Market place, 
Where brave Dunois with generous gallantry, 
That inftant forc'd the felon Rout to fly ; 
Where Dorothea, ſpeechleſs with ſurpriſe, 
Scarce ventur'd from the earth to raiſe her timid Eyes. 


Abbe 


— ——— 
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Abbe Tritemus, I muſt truly ſay, 
Tho? great his talents never could portray, 
Th' exceſs of ecſtacy, ſurpriſe, delight, 
Fill'd her pure boſom at the ſudden fight, 
Tranſported critically to diſcover, 
Her faithful, eager and afflicted Lover. 
What glowing tints, what pencil can explain, 
The mingled ſhades that blended joy and pain : 
The ſtrong impreſſion of ſuch recent grief, 
The ſoft delight that brought her Soul relief: 
Or her embarraſſment and ſhame expreſs, 
Surmounted now by Love and Tenderneſs ? 
Her La Trimouille alive to Love's alarms, 
Held the weak Fair long claſp'd within his arms; 
And turn about would ardently embrace 
The great Dunois, his Miſtreſs, and the Als. 


The Fair Sex at ſurrounding Windows plac'd, 
With loud applauſe their ſympathy expreſs'd. 
The ſurplic'd Gentry o'er the ruins fled 
Of the dire pile, and place beſtrew'd with dead. 
While brave Dunois, acroſs the ſcatter'd heaps, 
Supporting Dorothea's tott'ring ſteps, 


Who once beneath his feet grim Death enchain'd, 


The air and port of Hercules maintain'd, - 
Three Furies, and the triple Dog reſtrain'd, 


To 
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To give Alceſtes to her Huſband zealous, 
Little ſuſpecting the good King grew jealous. 


Now to her home fair Dorothea went, 
Whither both Knights their noble eſcort lent, 
Dunois ſo generous next morning ſped, 

And found the pair moſt lovingly in bed. 

* I know,” he cry'd, © the tender joys ye taſte 

« By my remaining cannot be encreas'd. 
Hence to depart I therefore may prepare, 

& Joan and my King demand my nearer care. 

4 I'll now rejoin them, as I know that Joan, 

4 The abſence of her Aſs doth much bemoan. 

© Denis, our Patron charg'd me ſo do, 

<« Laſt night his figure ſtood confeſs'd to view, 
I ſaw the Saint as plain as I ſee you. 

* Helent this Aſs divine, with ample wings, 

« To reſcue Damſels and to ſuccour Kings. 

«© Denis himſelf enjoin'd my prompt return; 

© Thank Heaven, I've ſerv'd your Dorothea's turn, 
«© And now my fealty to my King ſhould prove. 
Oh may ye taſte the fruits of tender Love! 

60 I go—to riſk exiſtence for my Friends; 
Adieu, time preſſes, and my Aſs attends.” 


cc My 
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My ſeed I'll mount, and after you I'll ride.” 
The ever courteous La Trimouille reply'd. 

| The Fair-one ſaid: . Such is my project too. 

* long have felt a lively wiſh to view 

Gay Charles the ſeventh, and all his gallant Court, 

* Where Knights unequal'd in renown reſort ; 

Where tender Agnes governs his fond heart, 

And fiery Joan uſurps Bellona's part. 

Sure my dear Lover, and my kind Preſerver 

„Know, I'd attend them round the World with 

fervour. 

But on the point of roaſting, ſore diſtreſs'd, 

« To Virgin Mary I my prayers addreſs'd ; 

«© And vow'd if reſcu'd from impending woe, 

* On Pilgrimage I'd to Loretto go. 

The Virgin liſtening to her ſuppliant's prayer, 

" Deputed you thro' plains of yielding air; 

« By you ſhe ſent her Votary's reprieve, 

And thro” your favour, after her's, I live. 

Cc Therefore ſhould I the proffer'd Vow fulfil, 

Or dread her Vengeance in ſome future Il.” 


« To me, your Words appear moſt juſt and ſage,” 
Said La Trimouille, this promis'd Pilgrimage 
cc Is 
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fs in my eyes a Duty that you owe. 

“ Permit that I a brother Pilgrim go 

Let me be ſtill the partner of your care, 

« The difficulties of the way PII ſhare, 5 

&« I love Loretto, and PII lead you there. 

Go then, Dunois, and thro? the ſtarry ſky, 

« To Blois“ fair plains on rapid pinions fly, 

« hope and purpoſe to rejoin you ſoon 

« E're the completion of another Moon. 

„ You, Madam, follow ſtill your holy bias, 

And at Loretto pay your Vow ſo pious : 

« Whilſt I make one that's worthy your fair face, 

+ To prove at ev'ry time, in ev'ry place, 

To ev'ry Comer, or with ſword or lance, 

© The fond affertion which I here advance, 

That you ſurpaſs in Beauty and diſcretion, 

The Matrons and the Maids of ev'ry Nation!“ 

She bluſh'd. —Mean time from Earth the Jackaſs 
ſprings, 

Spurning the ground he ſpreads his ample wings, 

And ſoon beyond the near Horizon flown, 

Secks the pure ſources of the rapid Rhone, 


M Poitou's. 
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Poitou's brave knight, with his fair Dame ſo gay , 
To rich Ancona took the neareſt way. 
Their Pilgrim's Staffs, their pious purpoſe tell, 
And Palmer's Hats, bedeck'd with Scollop ſhell. 
While holy Roſaries from their Waiſts depend, 
Where Pearls and Gold in Beads alternate blend. 
To tell theſe o'er, when the fond Hero tries, 
Ave Maria's mark his Lady's ſighs: 
And when ſome pious Litany the one ſays, 
In Vows of Love the other makes reſponſes. 


They travell'd thro' Placentia and Modena, 
Thro' Parma, thro* Urbino, thro' Ceſena, 
And lodg'd each night within the ſumptuous walls, 
Of Princes, Dukes, Biſhops, or Cardinals! 


Where e'er he came the gallant Youth defy'd, 


The Univerſe to furniſh one beſide, ä 
Who could in Beauty, Wit or Senſe compare, 
With Dorothea, faireſt of the Fair; 


V 


No 


© Is che Marca d Ancona ſtands the Santa Caſa or houſe of 
the bleſſed Virgin, brought thither from Nazareth by Angels. 


they depoſited it firſt in Dalmatia, where it remained during the 


ſpace of three years and ſeven months ; they afterwards removed 
it from thence, and laid it down near Ricanati. Her ſtatue is 
four feet high; its face black; it wears the ſame tiara with the 
Pope; its miracles and treaſures are well known, 


Of 5 
— ̃ Q —————— . 


eros 


CANTO VII. 179 


4 
No Knight was found who rudely controverted, 
Whate'er ſo great a Perſonage aſſerted: 
Such the good breeding and polite diſcretion, 
Of all theſe Nobles of Italian Nation. 


Along Muſona's banks our Pilgrims ſped, 
And thence their route thro? Ricanati led; 
Whence they eſpy'd, long e're they reach'd Ancona, 
The glitt'ring Fanes which held the bleſs'd Madona. 
The Walls divine, high Heav'n's peculiar care, 
So coveted by ev'ry baſe Corſair; 
Theſe Walls, which tutelary Angels bore, 
From holy Paleſtine in days of yore, 
Fending the Air with an impreſſive ſweep, 
As a Ship plows the boſom of the deep. 
Thoſe Angels at Loretto fix'd their ſtation 4, 
The ſacred Walls, ſunk to a firm foundation: 
And ever ſince, ſucceeding Popes have vied, 
(Vicars of Heav'n, and Lords of Earth beſide) 

M2 In 

4 Their firſt ſtation was not at Loretto; this is a flight inad- 
vertence in our author: non ego maculis offendor paucis. It may be 
ſaid in his defence however, that the Angels reſted at length at 
Loretto, houſe and all, after trying ſeveral other countries, all of 
which proved leſs agreeable to the holy Virgin. This happened 
in the pontificate of Boniface VIII. of whom is faid, that he 
uſurped his ſeat like a Fox, conducted himſelf in it like a Wolf, 


and died like a Dog. The Hiſtorians who ſpoke thus of Boniface 
had no penſions from the court of Rome. 
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In heaping what moſt precious could be got, 
To ornament this highly favour'd Spot. 

Our Lovers from on horſeback here deſcend, 
And on both knees, with due contrition bend ; 
Then offer gifts magnificently fine, 

Before the bleſs'd Madona's maſlive ſhrine ; 
Which were accepted of, with grateful caſe, 
By her, and by the Monks who fill'd the place. 


At the beſt Inn, our am'rous Pilgrims din'd. 


And at the Table d' H6te were ſhortly join'd 
By a rough Briton, gen'rous bold and free, 
For paſtime come the Virgin's ſhrine to ſee, 


Tho? his ſtrong Mind, contemplative and ſteady, 


Deſpis'd Loretto, and its holy Lady. 

A thorough Engliſhnan—who onwards ran, 
Without fix'd purpoſe or determin'd plan; 
Who ſuperciliouſly would all behold, 

And purchas'd dear, Antiques of modern mould ; 
And from his heart ſuch mummery deſpis'd, 
Nor ſhrine of Saint, nor ſacred Relick priz'd ; 
The enemy avow'd of France's fame, 
Chriſtopher Arundel his well-known name. 
Journeying ſadly thro” gay Italy, 

And feeling ever ſubject to Ennui, 


He 


He led along with him an haughty Fair, 
Indignant Object of his am'rous care. 
Little ſhe ſpoke, tho* form'd of fineſt clay, 
Loving at night, yet inſolent by day ; 

In bed, at board, capriciouſly perverſe, 
And ſtill ſoft Dorothea's rude reverſe. 


Our Baron bold, Poitou's bright ornament, 
Firſt greets him with a well turn'd compliment; 
But the rude Briton deigns not to reply ! 

Still would the courteous Knight new matter try ; 
Told how the Virgin Mary lent her aid, 

Told of his vow, amid'ſt the Lombards made, 

To holy Denis, in each time and place, 

To prove his Miſtreſs's ſuperior grace. 

Addreſſing thus the Briton full of ſcorn, 

% believe,” he cry'd, © your Lady nobly born; 
And if her form doth not her mind belie, 

„ She ſhines in prudence and in chaſtity ; 

„ Nay, tho” ſhe perſeveres in ſilence till, 

I'm ready to allow her Wit at will: 

«© But tho” I judge her prudent, chaſte and fair, 
« With Dorothea let her not compare; 

Allow, (ſtrict juſtice done her Wit and Grace,) 
* Her merit ranks her in the ſecond place.” 


The 
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The Britiſh Knight from head to foot ſurvey'd 

The gallant Lord, and this rough anſwer made: 

© God damn me, if I care one pinch of ſnuff 
For vows to Denis, or ſuch filly ſtuff: 

And for that Girl of yours, what boots it me, 
If wiſe or fooliſh, foul or fair ſhe be. 

Men ſhould reſt ſatisfy d, nor make a trade 

* Of vapouring and idle Gaſconade. 
* But ſince, puff d up with pride and inſolence, 

* You arrogate a ſort of preference 

Ober one of Britiſh birth I'll let you know 
| © The deference you to that Nation owe; 

That Frenchmen may hereafter underſtand, 
How Britons ever have the upper hand. 
* And that my Miſtreſs, both in figure, ſize, 
Colour and plumpneſs, boſom, arms, and thighs, 
4 In virtuous ſentiments, and charms of Mind, 
Leaves your much vaunted Pilgrim far behind. 
And that my King, (for whom I little care,) 


* Diſcomfiture can, when he will, prepare, 
* Both for your Maſter, and his clumſy Fair!“ 


% *Tis well!“ —the Champion of Poitou reply'd, 
& Hence let us go, and let the Sword decide.“ 
| &« To 
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« To your diſmay, perhaps, I'll ſhortly prove, 

© How much you wrong my Country, King, and 
Love. 

« But ſince in courteſy we ſtill ſhould vie, 

«© The choice of Combat at your will ſhall lie; 

«© Whether on foot or horſeback, pray thee ſay, 

« Your Inclination o'er my wiſh ſhall ſway.” 


4 On foot, —vociferates the Briton rude, 
« This conteſt I'm determin'd to conclude ; 
Nor do I chuſe my Horſe ſhould bear away, 
„ Share of the toil and glory of the day. 
« Throw the Cuiraſs, throw the ſtrong Morion by, 
« Let Coward breaſts to ſteel for ſhelter fly. 
„ *Tis hot; and I'd at eaſe enjoy my ſport, 
“ Strip'd to the Skin this Theſis let's ſupport, 
* So on the Hits our Dames may beſt decide.“ 


* Juſt as you pleaſe,” the Gallic Hero cry'd, 
Fair Dorothea trembled when ſhe heard 
Her La Trimouille to mortal combat dar'd ; 
Altho' ſhe felt with ſecret pride elate, 
Herſelf the ſubject of ſuch fierce debate. 
When Fancy magnify'd Arundel's might, 
The deadly blows aim'd at her much loy'd Knight, 
Shew'd 
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Shew'd his ſoft ſkin diſtain'd with guſhing blood, 

From her bright Eyes diſtill'd the cryſtal flood. 

Meantime the Britiſh Dame her Hero warm'd, 

With a proud glance, conſcious how much ſhe 
charmꝰd. | 

Her Cheeks were never ſully'd by a tear, 

Contention to her haughty ſoul was dear; 

Of all the ſavage Sports that pleas'd her Nation, 

Cock-fighting was her fav'rite recreation; 

Judith of Roſamore was ſtiPd the Dame, 

Briſtol admir'd her, Cambridge told her Fame. 


Behold our hardy Knights ſtrip off their Clothes, 
And in cloſe fight prepare for ſturdy blows ; 
Well pleas'd the iſſue of this fierce affray, | 
Muſt for their Dames and Country win the Day. 
With head aloft, and blade of temper'd ſteel, 
With arm extended, body in profile, 
In tierce, in quarte, alternate they engage, 
And with quick blows the dubious warfare wage. 
*Tis pleaſant to obſerve them ſtoop, advance, 
Riſe and recoil, or active turn aſkaunce ; 


Parry 


© Briſtol and Cambridge, two celebrated Cities, the firſt for its 


commerce, the ſecond for its univerſity, which has produced ſe- 
veral great men. 
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Parry and feint, then with addreſs leap back, 
And boldly recommence the rude attack. 

Thus Meteors in a tranquil Night appear, 

When Leo or when Sirius rules the year; 

Th' Horizon flames and burns with ſudden light, 
A thouſand fires attract the dazzled ſight ; 
Whilſt univerſal conflict ſeems decreed, 

And vivid Lightnings flaſh to flaſh ſucceed. 


Poitou's brave Knight a vig'rous thruſt addreſs'd, 
And with a Lounge ſought Arundel's proud breaſt ; 
Then ſpringing back with much agility, 

Still on his guard, —Arundel inſtantly 

Engag'd in tierce, and preſſing down his blade, 
In the raſh Tilter's thigh inciſion made, 
Diſtain'd his poliſh'd Skin with purple gore, 
Like Ivory ting'd and variegated o'er. 


Each fought with fury in this glorious cauſe, 
Wiſhing to diet* enjoy his Fair's applauſe : 
And prove by the deciſion of the Field, 
Which of theſe Beauties ſhould to the other yield : 
When a Marauder who by rapine liv'd, 
Straight from his Holineſs's States arriv'd ; 
Led hither yearly by the pious notion, 
Of balancing great crimes by great devotion. 


This 


1 
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With ſtore of Gold and Agni Dei loaded: 


wn) Who amor, 


This ruffian's dreaded Name was Martinguerre, 
A day-light Robber, reſolute Corſair; 

Full long for Rapine dire and Pillage noted, 

But to the bleſſed Virgin much devoted ; 

Moſt conſtant too at Maſs and at confeſſion, 

Thus to be cleans'd and free from all tranſgreſſion. 
He ſoon perceiy'd our Beauties on the plain, 
Their Steeds that champing ſcorn'd the ſilken rein, 
Their ſteady Mules that more ſedately plodded, 


Which when he ſaw, our Heroes ſaw no more, 
For off he carry'd Judith Roſamore, 

And Dorothea and the Baggage led, 

And Mules and Horſes, and like lightning fled. 


Still in the dubious ſtrife, our hardy Pair, 
Brandiſh'd their ſhining Faulchions high in air, 
And death and danger for their Beauties brav'd ; 
When Poitou's gentle Knight the firſt perceiv'd, 
The Fair had vaniſh'd from the Scene of War, 
And ſaw their Eſquires galloping afar. 

He ſtood aſtound—his ſharply pointed brand, 

Remain'd effectleſs in his feeble hand. 

Arundel's Lord was ſeiz d with like ſurpriſe, 

They ſtand with gaping mouth and ſtaring Eyes 
| Gazing 


| 
* 
N 
: 
| 


Gazing around, till Chriſtopher exclaims, 
« As God's my Judge, they've carry'd off our 
Dames!“ | | 

Why ſtand we madly thus, like mortal foes, 

<« Inflicting on each other cruel blows ? 

«« Better purſue them; and renew th' attack, 

« To prove who's faireſt, when we bring them back.” 

They both agree, and from the battle reſt 

To go, like friends, of theſe loy'd Dames in queſt : 

But e' er an hundred yards our Heroes move, 

In arm and thigh what pain,” cry d this, I prove! 

While ſimilar complaint the other made, 

Of his ſcarr'd breaſt, or of his wounded head, 

Thoſe animal Spirits which make Heroes fight, 

Now ruſhing round the Heart no more excite : 

Nor could they more th' impetuous ardour boaſt, 

Which with their loſs of Blood was alſo loſt. 

Both bruis'd and languiſhing from many a wound, 

Together fell upon the blood-ſtain'd ground; 

And far away their truſty *Squires the while, 

Purſu'd the Robber many a tedious mile. 

Our Paladins extended on the plain, 

Naked and moneyleſs, in grief and pain, 

In want of ev'ry neceſſary lay; 

When an old Woman journeying that way, | 
| Beheld 
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Dre 
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Beheld them naked and defenceleſs laid, 

And feeling Pity, had them both.convey'd 
On litters to her home, where in a thrice, 
She cur'd their wounds by medical device ! 
Her lenient remedies at once repair, 
Exhauſted ſtrength and give an healthful Air. 


This Ancient Dame was a reputed Saint, 


Highly reſpected whereſo'er ſhe went; 


Nor round Ancona was there one could vie 


With her, in pious works and ſanctity. 

She could foretel the Weather foul or fair, 

Cure ſlighter wounds with Oil and holy prayer; 
And had, more times than one, obtain'd the praiſe, 
Of turning ſinners from their wicked ways. 


Our Paladins-their miſadventure told, 
Craving advice from one ſo wiſe and old. 
The half decrepit Beldam ſhook her head, 
Pray'd to the Virgin, open'd her mouth and ſaid : 
«© Depart in peace, and love your Ladies gay, 
<« Provided always in a honeſt way 
« Caution'd by me this wholeſome counſel take, 


Never to kill yourſelves for woman's ſake. 


« Your Ladies fair now ſuffer trials rude, 
« ] mourn their woes, and your ſolicitude. 
| © Dreſs 
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% Dreſs yourſelves ſtraight, to horſe without delay, 
And take good care you do not miſs your way. 
“ Heav'n deigns thro* me this information kind, 
That you muſt follow thoſe you with to find.“ 


Poitou's brave knight admir'd her energy; 
The Briton ſad believ'd the prophecy, 
And cry'd, ** this flying Robber ſwift and ſure, 
« We'd follow ſtill could we freſh Steeds procure, 
And be with doublets and with arms ſupply'd.” 
« J'll furniſh them,“ the wither'd Hag reply'd. 
It chanc'd a Son of Ifaac luckily, 
Well circumcis'd and bearded ſtood hard by; 
The flow'r was he of the deprepuc'd race, 
Ready to proffer ſervice in diſtreſs. 
This worthy Jew moſt generouſly lent 
Two thouſand Crowns at forty-five per Cent. 
For ſuch the choſen People's liberal plan, 
Whom Moſes led to happy Canaan. 
Th' uſurious profit of this Hebrew's claim, 
Was ſhar'd devoutly by the fainted Dame. 


4 


END OF THE EIGHTH CANTO. 
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CANTO THE NINTH. 


How La Trimouille and Arundel overtock their Mi/- 


trefſes in Provence; and of the ſtrange Adventure 
which befel them at Sainte-Baume. 


Two Knights, or ſtript or clad in complete ſteel, 
Who urge the noble ſcience of defence 

With Sword or Lance, on foot or horſeback, feel 
Reciprocal tho? ſecret deference. 

Each rates his adverſary's merit high, 

And when reflection calm ſucceeds to blows, 

Extols the Courage of an Enemy 

Who could with equal arms his force oppole. 

But when the conflict's o'er, ſhould Fate's decree, 
Involve theſe Champions in ſome comnion ill, 
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Fair Friendſhip ſprings from mutual miſery, 

And perſecuted Chiefs are Brothers ſtill. 
So it arriv'd, when ſorrows dire befel, 
Brave La Trimouille, and ſullen Arundel. 
This Arundel was caſt in rougher mould, 

Haughty and fierce, indifferent and cold ; 

Yet there was ſomething in his heart of ſteel, 
For Poitou's gentle Knight now learn'd to feel: 
And La Trimouille with eaſe ſuſtain'd his part, 
For Nature form'd him with a tender Heart. 
Said he, your Friendſhip cheers my drooping ſoul. 
„Some Villain has my Dorothea ſtole; 
Help to regain the Beauty I adore, 

And Pl brave death to reſcue Roſamore.” 


Thus half conſol'd in Foe to meet a Friend, 
Their rapid courſe tow'rds Leghorn's Walls they 
| bend, 

Led by ſome falſe intelligence aſtray. 
Mean while the Raviſher a difPrent way, | 
Bears off with eaſe his rich and noble prey. 
Safely and unmoleſted ſoon he gains, 
A lonely Caſtle on the Sea- girt plains, 
Between Gayetta and imperial Rome; 
A ſtately Manſion once, but now become 


Of 
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Of fierce Banditti the retreat obſcure ; 

Where Rapine, Filth, and Gluttony impure, 
With all the horrors that make up their train, 
Rage, Blood, and Murder for the love of gain, 
The deadly Feuds which Drunkenneſs excites, 
Days of Debauch, and blood polluted Nights, 
Infernal Luſts, that quench the gentler fires 
Of Cupids torch and delicate deſires, 

United rage and rule without control : 

While each Exceſs that ſtains the vileſt ſoul, 
Shews how unbridl'd Paſſion may debaſe, 
Degrade and vilify the human Race. 

Image ſo perfect of the Form divine, 

I bluſh to own this Picture to be thine ! 


Scarce yet arriv'd, the inſolent Corſair - 
Sat down to table. with th* indignant fair 


One on each fide ; and eat and drank, and laugh'd, 


And in gay frolick many a bumper quaff d, 
Ladies decide,” at length he ſtammering ſaid, 


* Who 'll ſhare to night the pleaſures of my bed; 


« To me 'tis much the ſame ; black, brown or fair, 


6c Britiſh, Italian, all are welcome there ; 
„ Infidel, chriſtian, delicate or ſtout, 
“It matters not, he cry'd, © ſo drink about.“ 


At 
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At this propoſal a ſoft bluſh o'erſpread 
Fair Dorothea's cheek with modeſt red ; 
Her gentle boſom ſwell'd with heaving ſighs, 
And floods of anguiſh guſhing from her eyes 
Fell on her dimpled chin where Cupid's kiſs, 
Had left the ſoft impreſſion of his bliſs ; 
And all forlorn abſorb'd in filent woe, 
Hopeleſs ſhe ſat beſide her ſavage foe. 
Judith a moment wrapt in thought remain'd, 
Her lofty port and dignity maintain'd ; 
Till with a ſmile, and air of haughty pride, 
* Be mine to yield your midnight prey,” ſhe cry'd, 
Then learn, when Robbers condeſcend to woo, 
«© What, when in bed, a Britiſh Dame can do!“ 
Pleas'd with her anſwer, gallant Martinguerre 
With clumſy kiſs beſlabber'd o'er the fair; 
& I always lov'd a pretty Britiſh Laſs,” 
He cry'd ; then emptying a mighty glaſs, 
Once more he kiſs'd her, and he drank once more, 
And eat and quaff'd, and ſung and curs'd and ſwore : 
Now his rude hand immodeſtly aflail'd 
Each Fair by turns; nor ſighs nor tears avail'd 
Soft Dorothea, while proud Roſamore 
With ſtern tranquillity her fortune bore. 
N Unmov'd 
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Unmov'd ſhe ſat, apparently reſign'd, 

| And let the Ruffian act as he inelin'd. 
1 At length with ſparkling eye he reel'd from table, 
23 And ſtammer'd out as well as he was able, | 

In phraſe and geſture ſuiting a Corſair, 

An am'rous challenge to the yielding fair; 

Then fluſh'd from roſy Bacchus? ſparkling rites, 
Prepar'd for Cytherea's ſoft delights. 


— 


The modeſt Milaneſe with downcaſt eyes 
Beſpoke the Britiſh Dame, Dare you,” ſhe crics, 
* Grant the deteſted wretch his odious ſuit ? 

* So proud a Beauty yield to pleaſe a Brute?“ 
No, no—a difPrent conduct PII purſue,” 
Reply'd fair Roſamore, * I dare be true! 

* Well Pll avenge my glory and my charms, 

& Faithful to honour and my Lover's arms. 

1 «© Behold, to me (the gift of gracious heav'n) 

j «© A pair of ſtout and nervous arms are giv'n ; 


On NSS * 


* Remember Judith's my baptiſmal name, 
And ] will emulate my nameſake's fame; 
«© Deign but a time in this vile place to ſtay, 
bl Leave me to act; whilſt you devoutly pray.” 
| She then paſs'd onward with erected head, 
To place herſelf beſide her Hoſt in bed. 
Now 


r Ap ASSL * "SOT promo ear reer 3 
bd oy 
o * * - 
. 
. 


CANTO IX. 195 


Now ebon Night a veil of darkneſs threw 
O'er the old Manſion of this helliſh crew. 
The rabble of Banditti ſnoring lay 
An ſlept in Barns the fumes of wine away. 
Whilſt trembling midſt the horrors of the Night 
Fair Dorothea ſcarcely breath'd with fright. 


The Buccaneer obfuſcated with wine, 
The luſcious tribute of 'Italia's vine, 
Felt leſs inclin'd to love than to repoſe ;, 
And half aſleep, his torpid hand he throws 
O'er the proud charms for which his boſom glows. 
Th' inſidious Judith prodigal'd her charms, 
And ſpread the toils of Death in beauty's arms. 
The Debauchee, with vain attempts oppreſs'd, 
Yawn'd for a moment, turn'd, and ſunk to reſt. 


Beſide his bed, the formidable blade 
Of long-redoubted Martinguerre was laid : 
Our Britiſh Dame the trenchant weapon drew, 
Invoking ev'ry warlike Saint anew ; 
Judith, and Jahel, Debora the ſtout *, 
Aod, and Simon Peter the devout, 
N 2 To 
a Every reader is acquainted with the Hiſtory of Judith. 
Debora, the brave ſpouſe of Lapedub, defeated king Jabin, who 
kept 
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To ears more fatal than the Pillory; 
With theſe our Heroine prepar'd to vie. 
Then twiſting in her left the briſtly hair, 
And raiſing up the head of Martinguerre, 
That head, with wine and fleep at once oppreſs'd, 
Her nervous right-hand ſever'd from his breaſt. 
Mixt ſtreams of wine and blood, a dire diſplay, 
Delug'd the couch whereon the Robber lay; 
While ſpouting from the trunk th* impurpl'd gore, 
Beſpatter'd the fair face of Roſamore. 
Our Amazon ſprung from th' enſanguin'd bed, 
And bearing ia her hand the bloody head, 
Join'd Dorothea trembling with affright, 
Who fwoon'd with horror at the ghaſtly ſight. 
Reviving into ſenſe and life ſhe cry'd, 
O O gracious God! a female Homicide ! 

| © Where 


kept nine hundred Chariots armed with Scythes, in a mountainous 
country which at this day can ſcarcely ſuſtain Aﬀes. Jabel the wife 
of Haber, entertained Sizara, one of Jabin's generals ; ſhe made him 
drunk with milk, and then nailed his head to the floor, driving 
a large nail through both his temples. The nail was firſt rate, and 
ſhe a firſt tate Woman. Fed the left-handed, ſought king Eęlon, 
by the Lord's command, and plunged a great knife in his belly 
with his left hand; and immediately king Eglon went to ſtool. 
As for Simon Barjonas he juſt cut off one of Mall hus's ears, and 
was ordered to put up his ſword in its ſcabbard ; which proves that 
the Church ſhould never ſpill blood. 
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« Where ſhall we fly? alas, what have ye done ? 
“ Should they awake what dangers ſhall we run; 


⏑ Our blood muſt anſwer fort.“ Silence, I pray,“ 


Fair Roſamore reply'd, I'll lead the way, 
« My miſſion's not yet ended, baniſh care!” — 
The gentle Dame grew valiant from deſpair, 


Their Lovers wand'ring {till at hazard round, 
Sought ev'ry where in vain and nothing found. 


And finding all purſuit by land was vain, 


Proud Genoa's high walls at length they gain, | 
Reſolve to try their fortune on the main ; 


Demanding news of ev'ry wind that blows, 
Of the fair Nymphs who trouble their repoſe. 
The veering winds waft their light Veſlel o'er, 


No to the confines of that happy ſhore, 


Where he, whoſe Laws the Chriſtian World obeys, 
Of Paradiſe right humbly holds the Keys; 
Now to that Gulf where Thetis'“ aged ſpouſe ®, 
With feeble prow the Adriatic plows ; 
Now to gay Naples and her vine-clad: ſteeps, 
Where Sanazar too near great Virgil ſleeps ©. 
The 


d The Doge of Venice annually weds the Sea. 


© Sannazaro, an ordinary Poet, buried near Virgil, but in a 
more ſplendid Tomb. 
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The bloated Gods who wanton pinions ply, 

No more eſteem'd Orithyia's progeny, 

O'er the green billows of old Ocean's tide, 
With force impetuous our Lovers guide, 
Where fell Charybdis' bellows now no more *, 
Where Sylla's howling Dogs forget to roar, 
Where Etna's Giants now to flame forbear «— 
Such changes in this brittle Globe appear ! 
Thence wand'ring on tow'rds Syracuſe they go, 
Where Arethufa's ſilver waters flow; 

Whoſe ruſhy boſom now no more receives 
Alpheus thy gentle and enamour'd waves“; 


Borne onward thence, the Claſſic ſhores they ſought, 
Where Carthage flouriſh'd, and Auguſtin taught“; 


Where now Fanaticiſm with hideous train, 

And gloomy ignorance extend their reign. 

At length propitious gales the Lovers bore, 
Where mild Provence extends her fragrant ſhore. 


On her gay Hills with verdant Olives crown'd, 


Stands proud Marſeilles. Hail! monument renown'd 
Of 


4 Charybdis, formerly ſuppoſed to be a very dangerous whirl- 


pool. 


© Eruptiovs from Mount Etna are now exceeding rare. 


The ſubterraneous paſſage of the river Mpbeus to the Fountain 


of Aretheuſa is long acknowledged to be a Fable. 
s St. Auguſtin was Biſhop of Hippona. 
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Of ancient Greece! Thy riſing Tow'rs they fee, 


Once fam'd for Arts and Arms and Liberty. 


No more you emulate th* Tonian name; 

A nobler, dearer Privilege you claim, 

To bend ſubmiſſive to a Monarch's will, 

Exempt by right divine from doing ill ! 

But in your confines there exiſts a treaſure, 

More precious far, and wond'rous beyond meaſure ; 
Who has not heard of Magdalen the fair, 

Become a penitent thro? mere deſpair ? 

Who Love's true Votary thro* youth remain'd, 
But gave to Heav'n her charms when Man diſdain'd. 
From Jordan's banks in penitential Mood, 

To fair Provence her journey ſhe purſu'd ; 

Long at the Rock of Maximin remain'd, 

And ſelf. inflicted diſcipline ſuſtainꝰd. 

Since when, rich odours all diffus'd around, 
Sweetly embalm the conſecrated ground; 

And crowds of Maids and Pilgrims climb the height, 
I' abjure falſe Cupid's pow'r, and ſenſual delight. 


Twas thus the penitential Jewels pray'd, 
To Maximin, upon her dying bed ; | 
* Obtain 
n The Phocians, 
St. Maximin's Rock is on the road to Sainte - Baume. 
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„ Obtain from Heav'n, if here two Lovers meet 
Intent their mutual wiſhes to complete, 

«© Their Flames impure no longer here may burn, 
« But all their ardour to averſion turn; 

Here, let them loath what late could paſſion move, 


And ſtrong antipathy ſucceed to Love!“ 


Thus pray'd the holy wand'ring wanton fair, 
Saint Maximin propitious heard her pray'r ; 
Since when, who climb this holy Rock deteſt 
The objects heretofore they loy'd the beſt. 


When our brave Paladins had view'd Marſeilles, 
Admir'd its Port and heard the vary'd tales 
Of eager Citizens, who ſtun'd their ears, 
With wonders of their Road, their Quays, their Piers ; 
They were conducted to that Rock renown'd 
So celebrated by the Churchmen round, 
Saint-Baume, whoſe od'rous gales are wide dif- 

fus'd around. 

Devotion urg'd the Galic Hero on, 
The Priton Curioſity alone. 
As up the Rock they climb'd they ſoon eſpy'd 
Two female Trav'llers on its rugged ſide, 
One on her knees, hands claſp'd, in ardent pray'r, 
The other on her feet with ſcornful air. 


Objects 
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Objects of tranſport ! unforſeen delight 
Their long-loſt, long-ſought Fair-ones bleſs their 
ſight! 
But ah! theſe ſinners in a fatal hour 


Meet at the ſhrine to recognize its pow'r. 
The Britiſh Dame in brief recounts her tale; 
How her ſtrong arm was able to prevail 

O'er Martinquerre, by heav'nly impulſe led, 
Thus to avenge the honour of her bed. $ 
The prudent Fair-one, as a flight reſource, 

Had ſeiz'd the flaughter'd Robber's heavy purſe ; 
For Gold tho' current in this world ſhe knew, 
Was uſeleſs in the world ſhe ſent him to. 

Then clearing in the horror of the night 

The tottering walls, juſt at the dawn of light, 
Wich ſword in hand to the adjoining ſhore 

Her plaintive, timorous companion bore 

There went on board a ſkiff which lay in view, 
And *woke the Captain and his drowſy crew ; 
Who highly brib'd, our fugitives to pleaſe, 
Conſent to navigate Tyrrhenian ſeas, 


Till by the wind's capricious impulſe driv'n, 
Or led by the directing hand of Heav'n, 

The Knights and wand'ring Dames unite again, 
At the fam'd ſhrine of Mary Magdalen. 


O wond'rous 
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O wondrous virtue] miracle ſupreme ! 
Fair Judith's words quench Arundel's pure flame; 
Both doom'd alike a ſad revere to prove, 
Cold Apathy ſucceeds forgotten Love. 
And La Tremouille, who long eſteem' d more bright, 
His Dorothea than the morning light, | 
Beheld that form he once had thought ſo fair, 
But view'd no more the loves and graces there. 
He found her filly, aukward and affeQed, 
And all her favours would have now rejected; 
While ſhe beholds in him the Prince of Fools, 
Her ſcorn increaſing, as his ardour cools. 
From clouds on high 'rwas Magdalen's diverſion, 
To view with ſelf. applauſe this rare converſion. 


But Mary Magdalen miſtook her plan, 
For Saints may ſometimes err like mortal man; 
And tho* ſhe gain'd from Heav*n that ev'ry Lover 
All former weakneſſes ſhould here give over, 
Yet that in love there ſhould be no ſucceſſor, 
This ſhe forgot to aſk of her confeſſor. 
Saint Maxamin had not foreſeen the caſe, 
W hence it arriv'd, to both the Saints' diſgrace, 
That inſtantaneouſly the Britiſh Dame 
Enamour'd of brave La Tremouille became ; 


While 
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CANTO IX. 203 


While Arundel with flames unuſual burn'd, 
And Dorothea fair his love return'd ; 
Imparadis'd within her circling arms 

He lay enchanted with her novel charms. 
Abbe Tretimus, who deſcribes this ſcene, 
Aſſures us an exchange ſo unforeſeen 
Excited in the Magdalen a ſmile. 

I can believe, yet pardon her the while— 
For ſpite of Virtue and Religion's aid, 

We ſtill are partial to our former trade. 


When the four Lovers from the ſhrine retreated, 
The miracle no longer operated ; | 
To narrow precincts of Sainte Baume aſſign'd, 
And to the hollow of her Rocks confin'd, 
Deſcending thence, brave La Tremouille reſtor'd 
His heart to her he had ſo long ador'd ; 
More fondly too the Fair his love return'd 
And with ſoft tears her indiſcretion mourn'd. 
In mutual tenderneſs alike they vie, 
And wonder at their paſt inconſtancy, 
Bold Arundel his former paſſion warm'd, 
And Judith's anger was full ſoon diſarm'd; 
Each lov'd again as they had lov'd before, 


And Magdalen forgave them all once more. 
: The 


204 CANTO IX. 


The ſurly Briton, and the gentle Knight, 
Poitou's bright ornament in Love and Fight, 
Each mounted with his Heroine behind, 

To Orleans their ſteady courſe inclin'd ; 
Each Hero burning fierce with Martial flame, 
Eager to vindicate his Country's fame. 
Diſcreet in love, and gen'rous enemies, 
Together they advance in friendly guiſe; 
In Honour of their Kings they fight no more, 
Nor for thoſe rival Beauties they adore, 


END OF THE NINTH CANTO. 
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"CANTO THE TENTH. 


Agnes Sorel purſued by John Chandes's Almoner. Her 
Lover's Regrets, c. What befel fair Agnes in a 


Convent. 


Wuar! with each Canto ſtill a Preface try? 
Alas! l'm weary of morality ! 

For ſure I am, a ſtory frankly told, 

Where ſimple truth we undiſguis'd behold, 
Narrated brief, from falſe refinement free, 

Or too much wit, or too much pedantry, 

To parry cenſure muſt at leaſt prevail— 

So let us, Reader, roundly to my Tale. 

When pictures merit from reſemblance claim, 
Jo Nature true, we diſregard the Frame. 


— — — — —————- - 


— 
o 


206 CANTO X. 


Now good King Charles for Orleans departs 
Breathing freſh Courage thro? his Soldiers hearts ; 
Raiſes the drooping Deſtiny of France, 

And bids his Troops with joy and hope advance. 
Combats and War his anxious thoughts employ, 
His bold deportment marks a martial joy ; 

Yet oft (for what can Agnes? loſs ſupply ? ) 

His boſom labours with a boding ſigh. 

He who with ſorrow left his lovely care, 

When for ſhort moments forc'd to quit the Fair, 
Now thought it Heroiſm's grand diſplay, 

Thus from his better half to tear himſelf away. 


When our heroic Prince retir'd to reſt, 
Glory's proud Demon calm'd within his breaſt ; 
That Demon who preſides o'er Love would try 
His eloquence, and gain'd the Victory. 

With abſent air the good Prince lent an ear 

To propoſitions he was forc'd to hear ; 

Then ſought in ſolitude ſome ſhort relief, 

And there to eaſe an Heart depreſs'd with grief, 
His Pen portray'd the ardour of his ſoul, 
While big tears blotted oft th' impaſſion'd ſcroll. 
Nor preſent was Boneau thoſe tears to dry — 

A ſtupid Gentle nan in ordinary 
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With the fond miſlive was in haſte diſpateh'd ; 

And ere th? enamour'd Prince an hour had watch'd, 

(Ohl bitter, bitter grief, Oh! King forlorn,) 

He ſaw his Courier with his Note return! 

With dread and dire forebodings on the rack, 

% Alas,” the Monarch cry'd, © what brings you 
back ? 

% How's this? my Note return'd ?”? “O Sire, all's 
loſt!“ 

(Breathleſs and pale exclaim'd the affrighted Poſt,) 

* Summon up force and courage to your aid, 

© Theſe Britons—Sire—we're ruin'd, we're be. 
tray'd ; 

* OhSire—they've captur'd Agnes and the Maid!” 


At ſuch fad tidings ſo abruptly told, 
The ſwooning Monarch's ſluggiſh blood ran cold: 
And when with wonted heat it learn'd to flow, 
He but reviv'd to keener ſenſe of woe. 
From ſuch a ſhock the man that may recover 
Firm and unmov'd, is, certes no true Lover: 
The King with trueſt fondeſt paſſion burn'd, 
To furious rage his bitter anguiſh turn'd ; 


To mitigate his agonizing pain, 
Fearing ſuch ſorrows ſhould diſtract his brain. 


From 


Whilſt loyal Knights beſtow'd their cares in vain, 
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From lighter cauſe his royal Sire ran mad! 

* Take Joan,” the King exclaim'd in accent ſad; 
* My Knights, my Clergy, the remaining Land, 
Fortune ſtill ſpares to my ſupreme command; 
Take all—ye cruel Britons | but reſtore 

Jo my fond arms the Beauty I adore. 

* O Love, O Agnes! O moſt wretched King! 

* But what relief can Lamentations bring ? 

* She's loſt—oh! let me lay me down and die! 

« She's loſt, and whilſt I impotently cry, 

* Perhaps ſome Briton rude enjoys thoſe charms 

* Deſign'd to bleſs a gentle Frenchman's arms. 
« Shall that ſweet Mouth, with other Kifles preſs'd, 
* Inſpire ſuch ecſtaſies as fir'd my breaſt ? 
Another hand, prophane that boſom fair? 

“ Another — Heav'ns! to dream it is deſpair. 

« Yet who this luckleſs hour can aſcertain, 

« Tf Pleaſure lures her to partake, in vain ? 

“ Perhaps, alas, to her ſad Lord's confuſion, 

e She yields—o'ercome by force of conſtitution.” 


The King could bear incertitude no more, 
But ſought out adepts vers'd in myſtic lore; 

Conſulted Wizards, Doctors of Sorbonne; 
Jews, Jacobines, and many a muſty Drone: 


The. 
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The King, to whomſoe'er could read apply'd *, 
« Sirs, I would learn,” th' impatient Monarch cry'd, 
If my lov'd Agnes true or faithleſs be, 
If her fond boſom pants alone for me? 
« Oh! eaſe the cruel torments of ſuſpenſe, 
« Speak—tell me all nor dare deceiveyour Prince.“ 
They, highly fee'd, commence their conſultations, 
Greek, Hebrew, Syriac ſerve their divinations ; 
One curiouſly obſerves the Monarch's hand, 
One ſpies where Mercury and Venus ſtand ; 
One traces out a figure in a ſquare, 
And one turns o'er his Pſalter for a pray'r, 
Pronounces loud Amen, then mutters low ; 
Others in empty Glaſſes omens ſhew ; 
And one deſcribes a Circle on the Floor : 
For thus fair Truth was ſought in days of yore. 
The eager King their futile labours view'd, 
»Till, praiſing Heav'n, they all at once conclude, 
And bid him ſet his jealous Heart at reſt, 
Calm the ſuſpicious tumult in his breaſt, 
0 Since 

* Such Divinations were much in vogue. Have we not ſeen 

Philip III. ſending a Biſhop and Curate to conſult a Beguine a, 


Nivelle near Bruxelles, famous for her Divinations, and learn whe- 
ther Mary of Brabant his Wife, was true to his bed. 


R 
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Since gracious Heav'n moſt ſingularly kind, 
A faithful Miſtreſs to his arms aſſign'd, 

For conſtant Agnes ne'er had ſtep'd aſtray ! 
Henceforth confide in what ſuch Prophets ſay. 


Our Almoner, whoſe brutal ecſtaſy 

Had ſeized propitious opportunity, 
In ſpite of tears, in ſpite of Agnes” cries, 
Raviſh'd unſhar'd imperfect luxuries ; 
Coarſe pleaſures that mere ſenſual mortals prove, 
Unconſcious of the genuine Zeſt of Love. 
Deteſted union delicacy mourns, 
Degrading tranſports real paſſion ſcorns : 
What man of feeling can eſteem it bliſs, 
From ſtruggling youth to force th' averted kiſs 
Or claſp the fair, who heedleſs of his cares, 
Bathes the loath*d couch with unavailing tears ? 
Lovers but ſhare the tranſports they beſtow, 
While rampant Churchmen no refinements know. 
Nor heeds our Almoner th' indocile Fair, I 

Regardleſs of her pleaſure or deſpair, 
His groſs enjoyments are alone his care. 


Meantime th' enamour'd Page the Hamlet rang'd, 
And gold for food and fit attire exchang'd 


And 
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And now to honour her who rules his fate, 
Homewards returns, but ah! returns too late. 
Ent'ring abruptly the damn'd Prieſt he ſpics 
Briſkly engag'd, as he'd devour his prize! 
Monroſe fprings ſword in hand, with horror pale, 
To caſtigate the beaſtly animal : 

The Almoner's impure concupiſcence 

Yields to the urgent calls of ſelf-defence ; 
From bed he ſtarts, and graſps his ſtaff in rage, 
Parries a while, then grapples with the Page : 
Both are right bold, Courage and Love inſpire 
Monroſe, the Prieſt mad rage and ſtrong deſire. 


Thoſe happy Swains who taſte ' midſt verdant fields, 
That calm which innocence unclouded yields, 
Oft times have ſeen beſide a ſhadowy wood 
Some cruel Wolf, grown ravenous for tood, 
Tear a ſoft Lambkin's fleece and quaff its blood; 
If a ſtrong Maſtiff with ſtout heart, crop'd ears, 
And well-ſet jaws, now ſuddenly appears, 
Like a wing'd arrow darting from afar, 
Reſolute, active, and prepar'd for war; 
Soon the carnivorous offender drops 
The bleating Victim from his foaming chops, 

O 2 Flies 
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Flies at the Dog, and ſummoning his might, 
Suſtains an obſtinate and ſturdy fight ; 

Till grown from wounds more fierce and ſanguinary, 
He ſtrives to ſtrangle his proud adverſary ; 

While the poor Lamb lies palpitating near, 

And for the Maſtiff proffers vows. ſincere. 

So, the lewd Almoner with boundleſs rage 

And nervous arm encounters with the Page ; 

And ſo, half dead with fear fair Agnes lies, 
Stretch'd on her bed, the Victor's glowing prize. 


The Hoſt and Hoſteſs, ſervant-maids and boys, 
Afſembled at this unexpected noiſe, 
Ruſh in to ſeparate each warring gueſt, 
Uniting to expel th' opprobrious Prieſt ; 
Tor all incline to take the Page's part, 
Such pow'r has grace and beauty o'er the heart! 
Monroſe ſo brave, thus ended this affair, 
Remain'd alone beſide his beauteous fair. 
His ſcouted Rival with a front of braſs, 
March'd flowly off, to chaunt his morning maſs. 


Fair Agnes bluſhing for polluted charms, 
Shock'd that a Prieſt had revell'd in her arms; 


But 
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But more ſo that the gentle Page ſhould ſpy, 

How ſhe was vanquiſh'd ſo unworthily ; 

Shed tears, nor dar'd to look him in the face: 

Nay, ſuch her ſorrow at this dire diſgrace, 

She then had wiſh'd grim Death with ſudden aim, 

To cloſe her eyes, and terminate her ſhame. 

Kill me,” was all ſhe could, “and end my woes.“ 

* What! would you die?” exclaim'd the young 
Monroſe, 

* And ſhall I loſe you by this recreant Prieſt ? 

Oh no! ſuppoſe you even had tranſgreſs'd 

« *Twere better live and expiate th* offence. 

* Say, is it ours to practiſe Penitence? 

* TH” unwilling victim of ſuperior force, 

Ho needleſs, lovely Agnes, ſuch remorſe 

* Oh baniſh from thy breaſt th' injurious thought, 

„ That you ſhould ſuffer for another's fault!“ 

What tho" his tongue was not o'er eloquent, 

His ſpeaking eyes ſuch ſoft perſuaſion lent, 

Such faſcinating, ſuch voluptuous fire, 

As in the Fair-one's boſom ſerv'd t' inſpire | 

Of late-deteſted life ſome ſlight deſire. 


But dine they muſt : for in the bittereſt grief 
Faſting was never found to bring relief: 
Wretches 
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Wretches in guttling ſeek their care t' afluage, 
'Tis wiſer far to cram than ſtarve our rage. 
Thence Virgil and old Homer, ſacred pair, 
(Bards whom our yawning Critics ſtill revere) 
The bloody terrors of the field o'erpaſt, 

Love to expatiate on a rich repaſt. 

Know then, fair Agnes and her gentle Guide, 
Din'd zete-a-tete by the ſoft Nymph's bed-fide, 
Where ſuch at firſt their ſhy embarraſſment 
Both on their plate their timid glances bent ; 
Till bolder grown each ſtole a conſcious look, 


And Eyes beyond what Tongues could utter ſpoke. 


When Health excites to joy each ſenſual pow'r, 
In florid Life's meridian careleſs hour, | 
I hold that genial feaſts and luſcious food 
Awake the ſceds of Paſſion in the blood. 
Attun'd'to joy our quicken'd pulſes moving, 

We yield to the neceſſity of loving. 

Our boſoms with ſoft thrilling tranſports glow, 
Then fleſh is frail, and Satan moſt our foe. 

At ſuch a moment, urg'd by ſtrong deſire, 
Nor longer able to ſuppreſs his fire, 

Kneeling before the ſtill afſlicted fair, 

The ardent Page preferr'd this am'rous pray'r : 
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Dear Idol of my Soul, Queen of my fate! 
“Oh! look with pity on thy ſuppliant's ſtate. 
& Henceforth tis mine, and mine alone to die; 
% Regard my ſorrows with a pitying eye. 

* Oh let the trueſt, fondeſt flame obtain, 

„ Favours a Ruffian dar'd perforce prophane 
* And if a crime procur'd his happinels, 

* My fond and laſting Paſſion deign to bleſs 


„ *Tis what you owe to pure and virtuous love; 


© Love pleads my cauſe, let his ſoft accents move!“ 4 | 
This argument was good and urg'd in ſeaſon : 
Fair Agnes liſten'd to the voice of reaſon ; 

Yet a long hour would with reſiſtance coy 
Retard the moment of expected joy : 

By ſuch ſoft dalliance, th' experienc'd beauty 
Seem'd to accord her pleaſure with her duty ; 
And ſxill'd in pleaſing arts of female ſway, 


"4 


Heighten'd their joys by amorous delay. 
At length Monroſe, the fortunate Monroe, 
The deareſt rights of favour'd Lovers knows ! 
The trueſt earthly happineſs is his 
When in her arms he taſtes ſupremeſt bliſs ! 
Succeſsful War encreaſe of Glory brings, 
And wider Empire over conquer'd Kings; 
Tho' 
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Tho” Britiſh Harry thence a Kingdom got, 
Superior far, I deem, the Page's lot. 


How light, how tranſitory are our joys, 
How foon miſchance Felicity deſtroys ! 
The happy Page had ſcarcely time to taſte, 
The luſcious Zeſt of Love's voluptuous feaſt, 
When Britiſh Guards from neighb'ring Camp led o'er, 
Surround the Houſe, ruſh up, and force the door. 
O lovely Pair, inebriate with careſſes, 
The Almoner promotes theſe dire diſtreſles ! 
Fair Agnes fill'd with terror faints away, 
And fond Monroſe is ſeiz'd, an eaſy prey. 
The Guards profeſs aloud their dire intent, 
To lead them Priſoners to proud Chandos” Tent. 
What may not they from Chandos? vengeance fear, 
Who know him haughty, ſullen and ſevere, 
Whoſe ſad experience had already prov'd 
How ſeldom pity his rough boſom mov'd? 
Shame and confuſion their bright eyes expreſs'd, 
Deſpair and grief their air forlorn confeſs'd: 
And yet they languiſh'd on and ogled too, 
Bluſhing at pleaſures which they ſcarcely knew; 
Thus glowing ſtill from recent happineſs, 
To cruel Chandos what muſt both confeſs * 
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As to their Camp theſe Britons bent their way, 
It chanc'd that marching on at cloſe of day, 
A ſcore of Cavaliers of Charles's train 
They met, who vigilantly ſcour'd the plain, 
And ſought intelligence with anxious care, 
Of Joan our Heroine, and Agnes fair. 


When two fierce Dogs, two Cocks, or rival Lovers, 
Meet ſuddenly and each his foe diſcovers ; 
Or when the Teacher of Grace efficacious, 
Encounters the Diſciple of Ignatius ; 
Or Luther's ſon a Prieſt of foreign clime, 
The combat rages without loſs of time, 
And war is urg'd with teeth, or beak, or lance; 
Thus when the gallant Cavaliers of France 
Beheld the foe afar, as Falcon's light, 
They ruſh'd impetuous to the ſudden fight ; 
The hardy ſons of Britain ſtood their ground, 


And many a ſturdy blow was dealt around. 


The ſiery Steed that carry'd Agnes fair, 
Was active, young, and mettleſome like her; 
He plung'd, curveted, rear'd with eager heat, 
While the light-nymph rebounded from her ſeat ; 


And 
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And when the clang of arms encreas'd his fright, 
Swallow'd the bit, and ſpent his head-ſtrong flight, 
Vainly awhile the timid charmer try'd, 

With feeble hand his rapid courſe to guide ; 

Too weak to rule ſhe muſt at length comply, 

And to her Horſe remit her Deſtiny. 


Monroſe perceiv'd not, midſt the fierce affray, 
Whither the fugitive now bent her way; 
Her Courſer flew as ſwiftly as the wind, 
And left the Combatants fix mile behind, 
Nor halted ever till he ſtood before 
And ancient Convent's ſolitary door. 
In a fair Vale this holy fabric ſtood, 
Behind umbrageous roſe a ſtately wood ; 
While o'er its pebbly bed a ſtreamlet clear, 
With many a devious turn meander'd near, 
Now gliding filent thro? the ſacred ſhade, 
And parting now the flow'r enamel'd mead. 
Green riſing Hills the diſtant landſcape bound, 
Whoſe vine-clad ſteeps perennially were crown'd 
With gifts inherited from Noah's grace, 
Quitting his Ark to renovate our race; 
When ſick of Water, from th' exuberant Vine, | 


He preſs d with novel Art ſalubrious Wine. 


Flora, 
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Flora, Pomona, and their Zephyr train, 

With breath fecund perfume the healthful plain. 
The wand'ring Eye with new delight ſurveys 
Scenes which compar'd with Paradiſe might pleaſe ; 
Not Eden's Vales more bleſs'd in days of yore, 

For Nature laviſh'd here her choiceſt ſtore. 

The Air, with balmy influence could unpart, 

Calm and contentment to the ruffled heart ; 

Soften the ſorrows of ſolicitude, 

And make vain Worldlings ſigh for ſolitude. 


By the clear ſtream fair Agnes now repos'd, 
Whoſe placid ſound her troubled mind compos'd ; 
While her bright eyes the Monaſtery view'd, 

That held in peace a holy Siſterhood. 

O dleſt retreat,” cry'd Agnes, © dear to Heav'n, 

„ Where peace and joy and innocence are giv'n! 

«© Perhaps, alas, th* omnipotent decree 

*© To weep paſt errors here conducteth me 

„ Spouſes of God theſe Veſtal Siſters meet, 

* Embalm with Virtue their ſequeſter'd ſeat, 

* While fam'd 'midſt trail ones, I forſake her ways, 
And in ſoft weaknefles conſume days.” | 
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Thus ſpoke the Fair aloud, and as ſhe gaz'd, 
Obſerv'd the Croſs high o'er the Portal rais'd ; 
Then proſtrate in humility ador'd, 

Salvation's emblem to loſt man reſtor'd ; 

Felt ſome compunction and reſoly'd to try, 
What holy aid Confeſſion could ſupply. 

For in weak minds ſo eaſy the promotion, 

One ſtep from Love conducts them to Devotion. 


Now ſhe who to this Convent gave the law, 
The pious Mother Abbeſs had at Blois 
Been abſent two preceding days and nights, 
Detain'd in warfare for the Convents' rights: 
And left, while managing this great affair, 
Her holy flock to ſiſter Buſy's care. 
The Siſter, thro” the grate quick orders gave, 
Wide flew the Portal Agnes to receive. 
“ Come in, fair Traveller,“ ſhe cry'd, © and ſay 
„What patron Saint, what joyful Holiday 
& Leads to theſe Wilds where hallow'd Altars riſe, 
6 Beauty too dangerous for mortal eyes? 
4 Or art thou Saint or Angel full of love, 
% Who ſoft deſcending from bright realms above, 
« Long by the voice of Innocence implor'd, 
« Deign'ſt to conſole the Daughters of the Lord?“ 


© 'Too 
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4 Too flatt' ring, holy ſiſter, your report,” 

Agnes replies,“ a ſinner ſeeks ſupport; 

«© One who the dictates of the Fleſh obeys — 

«© Great crimes, alas, o'ercaſt my brighteſt days; 
«© That if a ſeat in Paradiſe I gain 

&« *Twill be but next to Mary Magdalen! 

* To- day my Deſtiny's capricious force, 

My Guardian Angel, or in truth my Horſe, 
Directed here, I know not how, my courſe. 
Remorſe now fills my agitated ſoul, 

Nor yet doth harden'd Vice uſurp controul. 
I honour'd Virtue e'en when moſt I ſtray'd, 
And now to find her crave your pious aid ; 
« Led as I think by Wiſdom infinite, 

For my Soul's ſafety here to reſt this night.” 


The prudent Nun with ioft and pious care, 
Gently encourag'd the repentant Fair ; 
And ſtill diflerting on the charms of grace, 
To her own Cell conducted fair Agnes. 
Neat was her Cell, well lit, and deck'd with flow'rs, 
As Love had twin'd the wreaths for feſtive bow'rs; 
Ample and downy the commodious bed, 
As Love himſelf ſome bridle couch had ſpread. 


Agnes 
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Agnes beheld, and praiſing Providence, 
Saw there were ſweets in pious. penitence. 


Their ſupper o'er, (I ne'er could think it fit, 
A matter of ſuch moment to omit) 
Good Buſy thus beſpoke the ſtranger fair, 
* *Tis Night already, and you know my dear, 
* This is the hour, when breaking from reſtraints, 
Spirits of darkneſs walk, and tempt the Saints. 
Jo a good work your kind compliance lend; 
Let us to bed together, to the end 
© That ſhould the Devil his wicked pranks purſue, 
«© He'll have leſs pow'r to harm us, finding two.“ 
With this requeſt the errant Dame agreed, 
Thought it a pious work, and went to bed, 
Guarded ſhe hop'd by Heav'n's peculiar care; 
But evil Stars purſu'd her every where. 


Can I recount without the bluſh of ſhame, 
Who *twas afſum'd the Siſter's garb and name 
Tell it I muſt, ſo Reader know the truth, 

For Siſter Buſy was a luſty youth ; 
He join'd with Hercules his force and grace 


The winning ſoftneſs of Adonis” Face ; 
Nor 


» The lemures, larve, and good and evil Genii never appeared 
but during the night; 'tis the ſame with our hobgoblins ; the 
crowing of the Cock baniſhes them all, 
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Nor yet his one-and-twentieth year he knew, 
As white as milk and freſh as morning dew. 
The ſkilfut Abbeſs for ſome private end, 
Lately ſelected him her boſom friend, 

And now the Siſter Batchelor immur'd 
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Taught the fair flock by wile reſtraints ſecur'd. 


So great Achilles as a Maid diſguis'd, 

The calls of Glory and of War deſpis'd, 
Sojourning long with Scyros' haughty Lord, 
Fair Deidamia's kiſs, his rich reward. 


The lovely Penitent was ſcarcely laid 
Supinely with the ſeeming Nun in bed, 
Till ſhe perceiv'd a Metamorphoſe ſtrange ! 
In truth ſhe was no loſer by the change. 
To rouſe the Convent, make a rout, or ſcream, 
Were ſcandal and imprudence in extreme. 
To ſuffer patiently and hold her tongue, 
Stifling her ſighs, was all that could be done; 
For in ſuch caſes, to acknowledge fairly, 
Reflection rallies to our aid but rarely. 
But when the Siſter's cloiſtral fury ceas'd, 
(For all require ſome intervals of reſt,) 
Fair Agnes then found time for ſad reflection, 
How little Virtue ſeem'd at her election. 


« ie 
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4 *Tis then in vain I try,“ ſhe thus purſued, 
* To ſhape my courſe as honeſt woman ſhould ; 


« *Tis then in vain, a virtuous Life I plan, 
Not all who would, eſcape the ſnares of Man!“ 


END OF THE TENTH CANTO. 
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